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SdHEYEN IN LOVE?1 


Steven f/7 by Doug Allen 


The King of Boys Retumsil Steven is hostile, he”s rude, 
he drinks like a fish...and he”s back in his seventh collec- 
tion of riotous syndicated comic strips by creator Doug 
Alleni Steven may”be young, but he knovvs life stinks, 
and nothing is better than a cold beer. Here, Steven is İ 


“THis is 
Hov/I 


Gö 
V/HEN 


plagued by his cast of moronic characters, like Bikini 
Bear and The Drunken Cacti. But vvhen he hooks up 
vvith Bunny, could the kid vvho hates everybody be in 
lovel?1 If he is, its nothing a good killing spree vvon”t cure. 
İncludes rare, early Steven strips never before 
reprintedl 


40-page, BS8.VV oversized comic vvith color 
cardstock covers. $3.50 ($4.90 Canada). 


Steven £/2-6 by Doug Allen are still available: 

Steven assaults your sensibilities in these belligerent back issuesi 

152: Steven vvorks his dubious vviles vvith Mr. Ovvl, Ph.D. $2.95 ($3.75 Canada). 

1F3: The Drunken Cactus fuels this bizarre issue. Limited suppiyi $2.95 ($3.75 Canada). 
114: Steven fires his cast of characters. $2.95 ($3.75 Canada). 

455: Steven versus The Drunken Cactus. Also contains early strips. $3.50 ($4.20 Canada). 
4F6: Drunken Cacti grovv out of controll Steven versus his editors. $3.50 ($4.55 Canada). 
40-page, BS.VV oversized comics vvith color cardstock covers. Relists. 


Steven 
T-shirt £4 € 


İt”s that short-fused man-child glorified on yet anoth- 
er T-shirtlll This pirate motif a la Steven features 
black-and-vvhite art on a black 10096 cotton shirt. 
Steven logo on the back. Available in L and XL. 
$18.95. 
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FICTION s POETRY CRITICISM 

Blessed Rage (illus. Scott Herren) Onan Gr. on Sleaze 

The House That Ate People (illus. Dave Kocher) Ozzy Fide on le cinema current 
Poetry Page Brutarian Library 

FEATURES Audio Depravation 


dohn Bergin: Aesthetic Terrorist 
9 Lb Hammer: Mo Rednecks On These Boys 


ARI 

Mort Todd (Front Cover 6: Comic), Danny Hellman, 
Doug Allan, Gary Leib, Derf, Mike Kupperman, 
darrett Huddleston (AHI over the place), dom 
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There seems to be an epidemic invading 
the X-rated film industry. No, it isn"t 
AIDS. Tts suicide. In the past year, 
three performers have taken their ovvn 
lives. First, there vvas Savannah in düly 
of 1994. Then came Cal Vammer in 
early 1995. A fevv months later, Alex 
ordan vvas found hanging in her closet, 
dressed in her SEM finest. Although 
gordan"s body had been discovered on 
duly 2, the coroner estimates she"d been 
dangling there for days. 


VVhen Savannah burst onto the porn 
scene, she became a superstarlet almost 
immediately. She possessed the 
curvaceous blonde good looks vvhich 
alvvays seem to endear fans. It didn"t 
matter that she vvas undependable, 
childish and had a penchant for pulling 
"no shovvs." Or that she vvas sometimes 
blase (but alvvays beautiful) in her 
hardcore scenes. Stories circulated 
about her drug abuse. Savannah vvas so 
temperamental that she even refused to 
vvork vvith a vvell-loved legend like Toey 
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Silvera. (AlI the girls love /oey.) "I like 
young guys vvith long hair," she giggled 
in explanation. 


Indeed, this preference vvas more than 
evident in Savannah"s private life. At 
eighteen (and pre-porn) she vvas Gregg 
Allman "s love doll. There vvere other 
much-publicized affairs vvith Guns "N 
Roses guitarist Slash, Billy Idol, David 
Lee Roth and rock personality turned 
actor Paulie Shore. The list goes on and 
on. Savannah had a brief contract vvith 
Vivid Video, one of the biggest adult 
names in the business, but she vvas soon 
dropped because of her undependability. 
After a minor car vvreck in vvhich 
Savannah smashed her cheekbones and 
nose, she put a gun to her head and 
ended her life. 


Cal Tammer had probably been active in 
the porn industry at least a decade 
before he blevv his brains out on his ex- 


-vvife"s front lavvn. The thing I remember most about him vhen vve met at 
a video convention in 1993 vvas that he had the vvounded eyes of a boy 
vvho"d been taunted by his schoolmates. Vammer tried too hard to make 
people like him. He vvas overly nice, ceremoniously kissing the hands of 
the ladies he vvas introduced to. 1 felt sorry for him. 


Tammer"s hypersensitivity led to "vvood" problems (iizz biz slang for 
achieving and maintaining erections). His dyslexia, vvhich he constantliy 
struggled to hide, didn"t garner him decent acting roles and his delivery of 
dialogue vvas often stilted and 
unnatural. Still, Tammer vvas 
accommodating and vvell liked. 
People hired him for pretty surfer 
boy roles vvhich didn"t require 
Shakespearean skill. That vvas 
until the vvood gave out. Then he 
gave out. 


Although Tammer and Savannah"s ə 
insecurities vvere vvell knovvn, 7 
legendary Alex dordan vvas thought 
to be one of the most stable 
performers in the industry. From 
1991 until her death in mid 1995, 
she graced over 166 sexvids. 
Bright-eyed, intelligent and coltishiy 
attractive, she vvas an extremely 
capable actress and an athletic, 
spirited erotic performer. In 1993, 
dordan vvas named Adult Video 
Nevvs" starlet of the year (an avvard 
vvhich coincidentally had previousiy 
been given to Savannah). Despite 
this dubious honor, the porn 
povvers that be didn"t consider her 
"box cover material" and thus her 
lob opportunities vvaned. Because 
of this, Pordan s vievv of the 
industry soured. She made a 
number of bondage and specialty 
videos. Her sexual svvan song vvas 
in Gang Bang Girl 16 in vvhich she 
parachutes into a remote spot and 
proceeds to have sex vvith ten men. 


The events surrounding .ordan"s death remain sketchy. Reference vvas 
made to a suicide note, the vvhereabouts of vvhich are unknovvn. 
Apparently, she vvas despondent about the death of a pet bird. Things 
vvere also stormy vvith her husband vvho lived in Colorado vvhile 


dordan continued making her residence 
in Marina Del Rey. (VVhere she vvas 
reportediy planning to )oin him and 
open a ski school.) VVhat led to the 
corpse the Los Angeles County Sheriff"s 
Department found hanging from a pole 
in a vvalk-in closet, handcuffs dangling 
from her left vvrist, a clothesline and a 
purple dress tie knotted around her 
throat? At first, it vvas suspected this 
vvas all part of an SEM game, 
asphyxiation play. But the possibility 
that Tordan vvas vvillingiy suspended in 
the closet vvith the understanding that 
someone vvould liberate her vvas never 
substantiated. Foul play vvas ruled out 


and her cause of death deemed a suicide. 


It also came as a surprise in Hune of 
1990 vvhen Megan Leigh took her ovn 
life. After appearing in over 100 sexvids 
in about three years time, the perky, 
pretty Valley Girl put on some lingerie 
and put a gun to her head. Although 
kudos from the porn industry gave 
Leigh an emotional boost, apparently 
this vvasn"t enough to override the abuse 
she received from her mother. This, she 
described in a lengthy suicide note. 
Upon reading it, the police chief on the 
scene characterized it as "horrific." 


Im 1984, Shauna Grant, another 
beautiful blonde bit of cheesecake, killed 
herself after only tvvo years in the erotic 
cinema. Although she made relatively 
fevv movies by today s standards, she is 
still very much remembered and fondiy, 
at that. Porn stud .erry Butler, vvho 
had almost nothing nice to say about 
anybody in his biography Rav Talent, 
vvas kind and gentle - but brutaliy 
honest - vvhen it came to Grant. 
"Shauna vvas the fragile kind of girl you 
expected suicide from sooner or later. 
She vvas a victim: of sex, of the 
industry, of herself," he noted in print. 


Tvvo suicides in six years is almost 
acceptable. But vvhy three in iust one 
year"s time? I have been queried on this 
subyect by numerous intervievvers, both 
in the straight and in the porn vvorld. 
And every time, my ansvver is the same: 
I don"t knovv. 


The erotic universe creates a very safe 
space, especially for the insecure. It is a 
great ego booster. "You"re a big fish in 
the space of a soda can," Mr. Butler has 
been knovvn to say. All you have to do 
is fuck on film and people elevate you to 
a godlike status. You don"t even have to. 
like the sex, you ğust have to do it. Men 
stand in long lines at conventions to get 
your autograph and ogle. They pay big 
bucks to vvatch you dance. They shell 
out stupid amounts of cash to snap 
Polaroids vvith you. And all of this feels 
very good. İt feels especially good to 
girls and boys vvho grevv up vvith parents 
vvho told them they vvere 
stupid/ugly/vvorthless etc. There is 
money, pseudo-fame and glamour to 
prove mommy and daddy vrong. But 
there is also loneliness. 


Many years ago, retired sex stud 
Richard Pacheco told me that every 
porn performer could vrite a heart- 
rending biography entitled, "Mommy 
and Daddy Didn"t Love Me Enough." 
"VVhy else vvould vve be here and do 
vhat vve do?" Pacheco proposed. Hovv - 
else could they be able to buy and sell 
something vve are all taught is precious 
and priceless. This isn"t a criticism, iust 
an observation from the trenches. A sad 
observation. 


düst a fevv months ago, Hustleris Erotic 
Video Guide approached me to vvrite an 
article about porn starlets being sexually 
abused as children. An upbeat, 
lighthearted, sexy, entertaining piece. 1 
refused. For the first time in my erotic 
career, I turned dovvn an assignment. I 
found the idea personally repulsive and 
knevv it vvould upset me and the 


actresses a great deal. 1 didn"t have the 
heart of ask gory details about 
something vvhich has probably scarred 
their lives. Needless to say, my editor at 
Hustler vvasn"t too pleased. 


During my years in the industry as 
confidant and scribe, I"ve been privy to 
my share of horror stories. About 
sexual abuse at the hands of a father or 
uncle or brother or stepfather or next 
door neighbor. İt is painfully common. 
The list of autorocities goes on and on. 
Terrible, yes, but probably no more or 
less terrible than vvhat goes on in the 
musty basements of "straight" society. 
This is reason enough for anyone to 
commit suicide. But vvhy so much and 
İust recently? 


The sex press is little help. Most of 
them have never so much as bared a” 
butt cheek for the camera (and rightfuliy 
so, for many are nauseatingly plain 
looking) but are extremely critical about 
performers" physical attributes. This 


UNCENSORED 
" Never a gal 
like her in 
a film like 
this torrid 
production. 
Her body is 
" sensational. 
She"ll make 
you shudder 
vith pless- 
ure. $he”ll 
delight you. 


might explain the recent plastic surgery 
phenomenon. Pert-breasted but spirited 
performer Bionca vvas criticized for 
having "dog tits" in print. This vvas 
before she elected to have her chest 
inflated. Another vvas said to "fuck like 
an ex-vvife." Nina Hartley"s adorable 
lisp has been likened to a lavvn sprinkler. 
There is currentliy a scathing print vvar 
betvveen Hustler EVG staffer VVally Ann 
VVharton and Ona Zee. The remarks 
are so physically brutal, childish and 
cruel that they simply do not bear 
repeating. 


Originally, I vvas attracted to porn 
because of the diversity. The cornucopia 
of body types, the smorgasbord of sexual 
situations, the unbridled freedom. But 
things are different in the adult video 
business today. VVe seem to be creating 
a legion of disposable carnal Kevvpie 
dolls, prettying them up on the outside, 
but ignoring the delicate material on the 
inside. And human beings /ust can"t be 
treated like that. VVe crumble. VVe 
break. VVe bleed. VVe die. And 
sometimes at our ovyn hands. - £IRIEL 
HART 


TİİE GRHTECT 


BURLECQUE 


Hol ie Mun 


Yeu ven”t belleve your eye$ 


vhen you see it. Yot”li not part 
vith it fer any price. The film of 


the century can nov be yoursi 


SUARANTEED 
Your moneyback 
at once if it"s 
not better than 
any you ve seen: 


Bmm Movie (50 feet).... :$3.00 
T6mm Movie (100 feet). .$6. 
8 4x5 Photos........... $2.00 


- Manor s 
Mind 


It has come to my attention that, to 
some, O-M-M may seem out of 
synch vvith the rest of these pages. 
Maybe this column is too "cheery" in 
comparison to its dark companions? 
Donf get the picture, do you? 


Sure, 1 use vvit, but vvhat makes you 
think Tm alvvays laughing vvith you? 
Truth be told, Tim pissed. Although 1 
have made the effort to rant on 
hundreds of topics, vvho hasn"t done 
their share to correct these ills? 
YOU Randomiy choose a handful 
of previous O-M-M gripes. Nov tell 
me hovv many of these items you 
personally made an endeavor to 
rectify. Tİ ansvver for you: none 


Have I got a single note saying 
"Thanks to Stately 1 no longer 
pronounce Harry" as "Hairy""? No. 
Hovv about a letter reading "O 
Insightful VVizard, Tve made a vovv to 
clamp the figure-four leglock on 
anyone trying to pass for an ethnic 
group other than his or her ovvn or 
using "some" before a numeral"? No. 
Has anybody telegraphed "Td love to 
give Mr. Manor a passionate kiss and 
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By: Stately VVayne Manor 


caress for all he"s done to clarify 
soctetyis shortcomings." Okay, one 
guy has, but that"s not the point. 


VVhen 1 complain about something 
that needs to be changed, if"s not a 
suggestion, its an order, damn it. 
You people better get on the ball. 
Dont forget, Tve got access to the 
Brut address list and can have a 
Manor moved into your 
neighborhood vvithin tvvo vveeks. 


VVhy does Comedy Central, the one 
netvvork vvhose sole raison d"etre is 
humor, have the most godavvful 
"comedy" film library in the Milky 
VVay? Are Zapped and Cracking Up 
anyones idea of rib-ticklers? 
Consider this: Centralis movies are 
so abysmal, they make Bronson 
Pinchot seem funnyl 1s that even 
possible? 


Let/s flip to another specialty channel. 


Oh no, its El En(ema)tertainment 
Netvvork. As much as 1 enioy gossip 
- particularly if its slanderous 
allegations Tve made up - this 


channel "s overtones are a real 
dovvner. In one corner you ve got 
Talk Soup host Tohn Henson, 
replacement for Greg Kinnear vvho 
appeared throughout to be 
auditioning for a gab shovv of his 
ovvn - and got one. Like his 
predecessor, Henson is out of the 
smug vviseass school championed by 
fading grump David Bedvvetterman 
and, as such, raises instant ire at the 
Stately Estate. 


Clavving out of the other corner is 
Steve Kmetko and partner Kathleen 
Sullivan. Masculine and feminine 
deliverfes . . . but not necessarily 
respectively. VVhile smarmy Steve 
and curt Kath stop short of snapping 
their fingers and addressing stars as 
"Miss Thing," the shovv has enough 
Christopher Street cattiness that 
repeated vievving may cause one to 


cough up a furball. In addition to the 
suspicious eyeglasses (discussed in a 
previous column), Kmetko has a 
reedy voice. Unfortunately, is Rex 
Reedy. 


Let/s svvitch media and see vvhat"s 
vvhat vvith music. For those striving 
to be hack rock stars, memorize 
Concert Cliches 422 and 423: 
Introduce a band member as "Mister 
So-and-so" and, by all means, tell 
everyone a song "goes something like 
this." 


The record biz never ceases to 
inspire questions. Hovv come, once 
an REB act has a hit ballad, they 
never play a funky uptempo tune 
again? VVhat are all the musicians 
vvho got heavily tattooed to appear 
tough -yeah, like that"s vvorking - 
going to do vvhen the pretty boy look 
makes it inevitable return? 


ust think hovv different so many 
vvould look if a couple Stray Cats - 
vvho basically pioneered heavy inking 
in alternative circles - bypassed the 
paint parlor and instead got Ubangi 
İip plates. 


Hate to sound like the Crovvn Prince 
Of Squaresville in regard to multiple 
tats as 1 really do understand the "its 
my body and Tİl dye if vvant to" 
principle. Nonetheless, qualms 
remain. 


First, unless one gets an original 
design, hovv distinctive can a 
recipient be vvith a pattern chosen 
from a studio vvall display - a 
marking that vvill be identicaliy 
applied for decades? TImagine the 
nightmare if a person you found 
utterily repulsive - say, for example, 
Pauly Shore - got megapublicity in 
vvhich the yerk vvas emblazoned vvith 
the exact same tattoo as you because 
he/she too vvent to Sailor Frank"s... 
and everyvvhere you vvent, people 
thought you vvere a huge fan of the 
vile creaturel 


In the case of the above, you can 


alvvays get a tat covered by another. 
But that doesnt eradicate my second 
reservation: vvith the exception of 
those astounding Yakuza vvorks, 
from vvhat Tve seen of older tattoos, 
vvith age, three-quarters of "em look 
like vvater colors that vvere left out in 
the rain longer than that stupid cake 
in "MacArthur s Park"l 1 hope, for 
the sake of my painted pals and 
palaces, modern methods prevent 
them from looking tie-dyed in the 
year 2010. 


Yeah, yeah, Tve heard it all before. 
"I live only for today. Tomorrovv is 
unlikely to come, so vvhy svveat it? 
Blah, blah, blah." VVhat exactly does 
the "No Future" mindset mean novv 
that its t-vv-e-n-t-y y-e-a-r-s after 
the Pistols started singing about it? 


EXTRAORDINARY INSIGHT: 
Yes, the phrase "Try saying that three 
times fastl" is code for "Please slovviy 
garrote me vvith a vvire hanger." 
Adult Video Nevyvs chtef Paul Fishbein 
published a gripe about them last 
year, and 1 can/t agree more: people 
vvho use an apostrophe to pluralize 
are a bunch of "moronis" . . . If men 
took their vvives" names in marriage 
rather than vice versa, David Bovvie 
vvould be Mr. Tmanl (You knovv, as 
in Mystery Man.) Ever notice the 
visual pun on the cover of the album 
follovving Sfafion To Station? (Lov, F 
profile) .. . "Look hovv uncool that 
sci-fi fan is, getting into a costume to 
hang vvith his friends," scoffed the 
goth guy in the chain mail shirt and 
leather codpiece . . . Note to Pringles 
ad copyvvriter: Most vvho eat potato 
chips do NOT vvipe greasy hands 
across their shirts. The annoying ad 
character does bring up one puzzler: 
If the Frito bandito displayed an oil 
stain near his collar, vvould that mean 
he had a chip on his shoulder? 


VVhattaya mean "VVhat if God vvas 
one of us?", Poan Osborne? Dont 
you read my /V7eszling VVorld 
column? 


HUBBA HUBBA HONEY: 1 bet 
Tm not alone in the "VVhat:s the big 
deal about Marilyn Monroe" boat. 
Granted, she vvas pretty, stacked and 
talented - but that vvas true of 
hundreds of other starlets, most of 
vvhom vvere not surgically altered. 
And vvhat vvas vvith the constantiy 
half-shut eyes in photo poses? VVhen 
it comes to the era"s megahyped 
bombshells Tİl take Tayne Mansfield 
over MM any time. 


Of course, neither of those buxom 
blondes qualify for Honeydom as this 
segment is devoted to lasses vvho, 
despite having the qualifications, 
have not become icons. VVhich 
brings us to this issues honoree, 
Natalie VVood. 


My grandfather took me to see a re- 
release of V/esr Side Story vvhen I 
vvas a little nipper and even then I 
knevv there vvas something special 
about "Maria." Maturing(?) I 
eventually deduced the key to her 
appeal: Natalie possessed the classic 
fantasy mystique - the conservative- 
appearing girl vvho privately 
scorched. 


As it turns out, the latter vvas not yust 
a figment of Manor "s misguided 
mind. Recent revelations suggest 
Ms. VVood really VVAS a vvild child 
For instance, Nat volunteered to be 
bathed in champagne by Dennis 
Hopper and Nick Adams, then 
vvound up in the ER because the 
bubbiy irritated a rather sensitive area 
Of her anatomy. 


Sadiy, for those of us vvho never got 
a chance to share a tub of vino vvith 
her, Natalie did a Brian /ones shortly 
after shooting Örairıstorm. She is 
missed. In fact, 1 think of her 
vvhenever 1 stare into the mirror and 
sing "I Feel Pretty." 


o - 
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VIDEO VAULT 


PROUDLY PR£$£NT$ 
TH£ LARG£$T COLL£CTION OF 
CLASSIC, TOREİCN, £ CULT 
Y- FILM$ ON VİD£OTr 6 


Call 1 e 800 ” VAULT ə 66 
For İnfol 
(1:800-828-5866) 


VIDEO VAULT 


Your Alternative Video Store 
323 S. VVashington St. 
Alex., VA 22314 
Fax (703) 836 ə 5720 


E-Mail: vaultOimssys.imssys.com 


Leon and Arzilla Ming 
vvere having a frank and 
open disoussion. it vvas 
Professor Peoohoms 
homevvork assignment 
for Arzillas oocuüursəe in 
Elementary Outrage. 


She consulted hər 
Xeroxed sheet. "Have 
you ever commiitted 
adultery?" 


Leon vvas knotting his üe 
to go to vvork. Hess head 
ef thə local Pubilo 
Servioe Division at Duke 
Povver. Hess (he man 
people svvear at vvhen 
thəelr əleotrlolty is out off. 
"They soream into the 
telephone. They siash 
his üres - tax-deductibiəe, 
H they do it in the 
company lot. They ihrovv 
things in his offioe. His 
sheetrook iooks ilke an 
aəerlal photograph of 
Verdun in 1917 - holes 
from handbags, oraters 
Trom soft-drink oans, 
indəntions from shoes, 
brulses from the butts of 
umbrellas. Önə guy 
brought in his daughters 
Littio Loague bat and 
ührevv it through the 
vvindovv. 


Leon glanoed at Arzillas 
refleotion in (he 
bathroom mirrorn. "Of 
course not," hə said. "Pve 
been ocompleteoiy falthful." 


"Lles-oon-vino-ing-“iy,” she 
vvrote, mouthing the 
syilables as hər hand 
meovedi sliovviy across the 


page. Then she spoke 
onoe agaln in vvhat had 
beoome, during the past 
sevən vveeks, her normal 
voloe. "Do you imagine 
having sex vvith other 
vvomen?" 


"Əncə in a vvhile," he 
adımitted. 


"Em-ploys-hon-es-ty-as-a- 
vvea-pon." 


Novv they vverəe sipping 
coffeo in the breakfast 
nook. Arzilla handeds him 
yesterdays USA Today. 
He tried to find (he sports 
page. 


"Es not thərə," shə said. 
"Turn to B-3.” 


HB-3 vvas a feature artiole 
about a bilnd 776GS-yesar-oldi 
vvoman vvho had been 
robbedi in her ovvn home. 
The burglar had taken 
five hundred dollars out 
of her bra. 


"VVe talked about it in 
olass," Arzllla said. 
"Professor Peoho told us 
shes a metaphor." 


"Leon finished thə artiole. 
"Soumndis to me ilkə shəes 
lhust had some badi luok." 


Arzilla oluoked her 
tongue and returned to 
her handout sheet. "Un- 
sup-por-tive. Do you 
endorse the Equal Rights 
Amendment?" 


"Yes," he sald. 


"Pas-sive-ag-gres-sive." 


Leon tried to pretend he 
vvas already at vvork. He 
stralghtened his neoktlo 
and stretched his lips. 
"VVhat seems to be the 
problem?" 


"Nothins," Arzilla said, 
exposing her teeth. 
"Professor Pecho told me 
to vvork on my anger." 


"""oure dolmg a good lob," 
he said. 


Arzilla"s nostrils dilateod. 
"Hovv vvould you knovr? 
You oan ilust teli your 
boss to fuok off. Ii dont 
have a boss. i )ust have 
you." 


"I think you have a 
mistaken impression," he 
said, "of the omployer- 
əmployee relationship." 


"Self-rat-lon-al-I-za-tlon," 
she vvrote. Her vvatery 
blue eyes vvidened. "You 
don"t knovv vvhat its like 
to svvallovv your rage." 


He oheoked his 
vvristuvatoh and finished 
his lukevvarm ooffeeo. 
"Yes dear," he sald. 


MONEV, 
76 OF YOUR TAXEŞ Gö STRAGUT TO 


CONGRESSİONAL BATHROOMŞ MVERE VR 


"VERE DOES İT GÖ) You ASH? sili 


Three vveeks later, Leon 
registered by mail for a 
Continulng Eduoatlon 
course entilled "Feminism 
VVith A Human Faoe" H 
vvas əexpressiy designed 
"To introduoe men to 
gender." He vvas 
planning to frame his 
CGertificate of Completlon 
and givə it to Arzilla asa 
surprise birthday present 
in May. in the mesantime, 
hed teli her that hed 
yolned a VVednesday night 
bovvling league. 


The first VVednesday he 
got oaught bəhind a 
Tuneral cortege on Route 
29Ə and vvas five minutes 
latəo for olass. SUL, he 
as the oniy student 
anyvvherə near room 
114. hHle stood in the 
doorvvay and gazəed at 
ihə leotern next to the 
steel desk in front of the 
blaokboard. "I guess thə 
oocurse is cancelled," he 
saldi aloud. 


"Mot necəessarliy." A 
vvoman oravvledi out from 
behind the desks modest 
panel. "Exouse me. Ii 
diropped one of my 
contact lenses." Stili on 
her knees, she iloked her 
index finger, then popped 
the lens baok into her left 
eye. She bilnked rapidiy 
in his direotion, thən 
stood up behind the 
İeotern. "There. Thats 
better." 
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Leon vvalked through the 
aislies of small desks, not 
qulte certain vvhat he 
vvas getting into. "Ii didnt 
knovr you oculd have a 
olass vvith oniy one 
student." 


"You cam," she smiledg, 
"Mvhen its grant-driven." 


Leon sat dovrm in the 
səocondi rovv. "Vhere do 
vve start?" 


"VVith names," she said. 
"VVhats yours”" 


Fe told her. 


"Very appropriate," she 
said. "I vvas born Belinda 
Martinez. That vvas the 
name imposed upon me 
vvithout my consent." She 
fingered the tassels on 
the front of hər povver 
suit. "Think of the 
subtext. Belinda 
Martinez. HM. My 
parents subliminaliy 
found me inferior to my 
eoldər brother. Mumber 
tuvo." 


"Maybe it vvas an 
accident," he said. 


"I had to put myself 
through oollege. They 
pald for him to go to 
medical sohool. There 
are not accidents," she 
said. "Do you ever read 
Hack magazine?" 


Leon vvonderedi if it vvas 
a triok question. "Veli, 
Pve looked at the 
piotures." 


"Iİ vvas a Haok scholar. 
After they made me 
Disciplinarlan of the 
Month, Ii decided to 
ehange my name. Ii 
vvantedsi to expioit myself," 
she explained. 


Leon adimired her profile 


as she turned to pick up 
a piece of chalk. "You 
have a lot to expioit." 


"Thats vvhen i gave birth 
to myself. Thats vvhenl 
became ... DEE DEE 
PECHO." 


Leon stared at the biock 
letters on the 
bliackboardi. The 
Continulng Education 
broohure had identified 
the instructor mereliy as 
Staff. "Hm Arzillas 
husband," he said. 


"I Knovv, " Professor 
Peoho said. "Shes 
desoribed you in some 
detail." 


Leon couldnt help 
vvondering vvhich of his 
detalis Arzilla hadsi 
desoribed. "She doesnt 
Knovv about this. But m 
rəaliy here for her sake. 
is there anything Ii can do 
to improve our 
marriage?" 


"Arzillas going ührougha 
very difficult stage right 
novv." Dec Dee sighed 
formidabiy. "Fm trying to 
bring out the lesbian in 
hor." 


That"s right Venkins. You 
İook at the chart vvhile I 
play vvith your hot assi 


"Youe dolng a good /ob," 
Leon said. 


"Eventualiy, sheHi moöve 
beyond anger." 


"Vd settie for before 
anger," Leon said. 


"VVham. Ham. Thank you, 
mam. iInstant 
seratification. Thats vvhat 
they ali vvant." Professor 
Pecho shook her head 
slovviy from east to vvest. 
"Marriage is inherentiy 
unstabie. A democracy 
of vo. Think about It." 


Leon thought fora 
moment. "Thats bulishit," 
he said. 


"If you insist." Professor 
Peeho smiled over her 
lectern. 


"But I prefer to conoeive 
İt as gender-neutral." 


Leon vvas glad that hed 
decided to stick vvith 
Professor Peoho. After 
tvvo or three sessions, 
her ideas started to 
make so mueoh sense that 
he began to vvonder if 
there vvas a lesbian 
inside him, too. He oame 
to appreciate her gifts as 
a teaoher. 


"Tonight they vvere 
disoussing Arzilla"s lack 
of progressin 
"Elementary Outrage." 


"Eibs not anyone s fault," 
Professor Peoho sald. 
"Ibs iust your respeotive 
subleot positionsin a 
sooclaliy predetermined 
context." "Hm not qulte 
sure vvhat you mean," 
Leon said. 


"BHasicaliy, irs hard for 
her to get mad at 
somebody vvhos nota 
son of a bitch." 


"EP never thought of it that 
vvay before." 


"Arzilla has a real 
problem," Professor 
Peecho said. "She /ust 
cant think non- 
hierarohicaliy. I might 
have to fali her." 


"MVhat can i do?" 


"Help her development. 
Give her something to 
Tocus on." She patted his 
vvrist and smiled. "Mayil 
ask you a personal 
question?”" 


Leon felt small beadis of 
perspiration forming on 
his foreheadi. "Of 
Cocourse." 


She rested her hand on 
the inside of his thigh. 
Leon sat motionless 
vvhile he vvatohed his 
trousers read/ust 
themselves of their ovvn 
acoordi. 


"Hovv did a man lilke you 
ever get mixed up vvith 
someone lilike her?” 


The last meeting of 
Leon"s tutorial ooincided 
vvith Arzilla"s final exam. 
Dee Dee vvas instruoting 
him on the convertible 
couoh in her offioe. "I 
think vveve movedg 
beyond rage," she said. 


"Three times," he said. 
"Speak for yourself." 
"Tvvo times," he said. 

in addition to his 
Certificate of Completion, 
Dee Dee gave him an 
engraved "Loving Cup" as 
a graduatlon present. 


"Try It on," she insisted. 
"Hs stainless steel." 
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Leon follovved the former 
Disciplinarians 
İnstructions. 
He couldnt help 
himself. 
He vvas 

İn love. 


"A perfect 
fit," she 
said. “in 
your 
dormant 
state." 


He 
retrieved 
his boxer 
shorts 
from 
benesathn 
her 
oomputer 
vvork 
station. 


"MVait a 
minute," 
she said. 
"I havent 
been 
totaliy 
honest 
vvith you, 
Leon." 


He felt his 
stomaoh 
sshrivel. 
"About 
vvhat?" 


"Arzillas 
exam," 
she sald. 
"Fm afraid 
irts a take- 
home." 


It vvasın"t 


managed to slide his 
trousers up and over the 
Loving Cup. "Thanks for 
the vvarning,” he said, 
blovving her a kiss. 


"Remember," she 
vvhisperedi, pulling the 


blanket up to her chin as 
he approacheci the office 
door. "Ansvver frankiy 
and openiy. Give her a 
ohancoe to focus. 


One year liater, 
Leon King is 
happily 
divorced. On 
Dee Dees 
advice, he put 
ali of his assets 
in Arzilla"s 
name, filed for 
bankruptoy, and 
then sued for 
divoroe on the 
grounds of 
adultery - his 
ovvn. 


Arzilla"s anger is 
fiourishing, 
along vvith her 
grade-point 
average. "Ii got 
nothing," she 
says to her nevv 
academic 
advisor. "I had 
to put up a vvall 
around my 
heart. He"s 
bankrupt." 


"Good thing you 
ovvned the 
house," he says. 


"And the car," 
Arzilla says. 
"Dont forget the 
oar." 


Leon lives in 
Dee Dee"s 
oondominlum. 
in Heu of rent, 
hes quit his /fob 
at Duke Povver to 
becoome her Rage 
Facilitator, part-time. If 
she gets that malor grant 
for an affirmative-aotlon 
program, then heli 
beoome an Assistant 
Professor of Lesbian 


Studies. 


For novv, his lob isto 
help vvomen focus. Dee 
Dee brings in a nevv 
sroup of non-traditional 
students every vveek for 
orientation. He vvalts in 
her offioe, iles on her 
couoh, and vvatches 
Monday Night Football 
until half time. VVhen she 
oomes for him, he turns 
off the TV and vvalks vvith 
her baok to the 
olassroom. 


Thə basket of rotten fruit 
beside every desk, he 
noövv Knovvs, İs part of the 
materials foe. 


"1 love tomatoes,” he 
lsəers, as he vvalks sliovviy 
dovvn one aisle, thən up 
the next. They hiss and 
Keep tihrovving. His dry- 
coleaning bilis are tax- 
deduotible on Deec Dees 
Sohedule A, Line 19. 


Thən hə standsona 
smali ralsed platform 
vvhileo Dee Dee telis his 
ilfo story. 


"This is Leon King. A 
mans mam." She polnts 
to his eleotrio blue te, 
the one he alvvays vvears 
on Monday nights. Dee 
Dee has told him that it 
makes him look more 
phallio. "V/hen he got 
married, his vvife qulit her 
lob. Of course, it vvas 
her deoision." "Of 
oourse," the olass 
eohoes. 


"Then he had an affair. 
Of oourse, İt vvas 
beoause his vvife oculdnt 
meet his needs." 


Carla, vvhos maloring in 

Tae Kvvon Do vve a minor 
İn Medusa, yelis out "The 
snakel" 


He smiles and assumes 
his Colossus position, 
arms akimbo. The 
vvomen start to aim more 
oarefuliy. 


"Then," Dee Dee 
continues, "he vvanted a 
divoroe. He gota 
cdiivorcoe. She got nothing 
beoause he vvas already 
bankrupt." 


"Moraliy or financlaliy”?" 
“essicoa sneers. 


Dee Dee tugs atthe 
sleeves of his Armani 
suit - thə one she bought 
for his fortieth birthday. 
"But look at him novv." 
Shə vvalks to ihə 
binokboardi, vvhioh he 
coant see, but he can 
hear the ohalk 
soreeohing agalnst the 
slate as she vvrites the 
vvord FOCUS in glant 
letters. Ho braces 
himself. 


"Then she kioks him in the 
Loving Cup from behind. 


Leon oollapses and 
vvrites on the olassroom 
floor. He"s gotten good 
at it - Dee Dee telis him 
hes got a real gift for 
vərithing. Sometimes he 
moans. Sometimes he 
remailins silent, miming 
his agony. 


Patrliarohy is dead. 


The tomatoes koep 
cooming. 


Then they go home, 
vvhəre Dec Dee inspeots 
his Loving Cup for 
oollateral damage. The 
next morning - indeed, on 
every morning - she gets 
up eariy to serve him 
breakfast in bed. Along 
vvith anything else he 
desires. He has become 
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partioulariy fond of the 
Helgian VVaffie. 


He prefers to have Dee 
Dee in the Kkneeling 
position. "It reminds me 
Of hovv vve first met," he 
says. "I guess Fmilusta 
səntimentalist." 


"You"re luoky," she says, 
licking her Redi-VVhip, 
"that Hm beyond anger." 


Andsi they embrace. 


Finaliy Leon"s life is in 
order. His vvife is The 
Other VVoman. Shes the 
boss. His vvord is lavv. 
She kioks him vvhere it 
hurts every vveek. Hess 
never felt better. Her 
condominium is his 
oastie. He never hasto 
movr the grass. He 
vvrithes in publio. He 
vvrithes in private. He"s 
stili single. He has the 
perfeot marriage. 
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Poshrvy 


you are a shadovv of your former self again 


Adonis 


a pathetic excuse for living flesh vvith your hairy thighs parked 
unmoving in your crooked and rotted sofa, a cheap beer in one hand 
and the remote control in the other, your virgin goddess mother"s 
breast milk soaking through the top layer of your ruined skull 

like rainvvater through topsoil. 


brcad crumbs dry on your chest 

the saliva in your mouth turns to blood 
you are beautiful 

you are Adonis 


the zits on your butt break open and pus fills your shorts like 
sap from a flesh-vvound but you don"t notice because the pain is 
your friend, the sting is your holy savior. 


your life has become nothing 

your purpose has İlong since been fulfilled 

and you hardiy notice vvhen the bullet 1 put through your temple 
shatters your brain like glass and the pieces of your mind hit the 
vvall behind you likc the shards of a broken mirror. 


your face is a vvindovv 
through it 1 see Elysium. (Scott Milder) 


Breaking Avvay 


The summer 1 vvas thirteen 1 plotted vvays to 
massacre my family, 
Then run avvay and live on the streets of a vast 
American city, 
Possibly Chicago. 
Devoid of funds and equally short of courage, 
I settled for sleeping on a cot in our front yard, 
My bathıng suit as nightgovvn. 
VVith this shovv of independence 1 fancied 1 had broken 
One small link in the hated chain that bound me to my 
clan. 
Out there on the farm mid alfalfa fields and 
crickets 
Td le on my little iron cot and stare at the 
Southern Oregon sky 
Full of yellovv stars. 
Td breathe the scent of my mother s garden, 
Mock orange and roses and pinks that made me think 
of apple pic. 
No one vvould come to say good night, and my mouth vvould 
taste of sadness, 
As the lights inside the house vvent out one by one. 
Then VVebster, the cat, vvould slink across the vveedy lavvn, 
Curl up close beside me and sing me to sİeep vvith 
his hullaby. (Hermic Medley) 


Group Behavior 


At thirteen 
they gathered together in the clubhouse 

to share a copy of FTusi/er 

that one of them had taken from his father"s 
private stash. They all pointed and hooted 
at the naked ladies vvith those private parts 
the likes of vvhich they"d never seen. 


At sixteen 

they met out in the vvoods 

smoked pot and talked about their first times, 
slovvly describing in detail the feel, using long 
dravvn-out metaphors until they lost track of 
the train of their thought and stared vacantİy 
into space. 


Af tvventy-one 

they raped Linda in the closet of a bedroom 
at a loud party vvith blaring music 

that made it impossible to hear her screaming 
or the sobbing aftervvards. (Laurie Calhoun) 


Hovv Do You Like Your Steak? Or, The Mad Girl 
VVraps Her Porn In The Steak Book VVhile Riding On 
The Subvvay 


Behind the cover of meat dripping, vvrapped 
around erotica like things and lips 

climbing your vine. "Hovv do you like 
yours? Dripping and rare?" on the 


metro, strangers press nipples and asses 
into hair and leather. The mad girl looks 
into the split open pages vvhere 

vvomen fuck men half horse, half 


zə ə ——— r? 
man vvith a long tail dripping. : -ə . İ : 
They beg vvith breasts and yes il ş 2 
vvant a huge bulging cock. / ə 2 1 İr, ə. öv 


"Hovv do you like it, vvith pepper?” The 


steak books suggests aged steaks are better. 
You don"t have to be 17 vvith breasts vvay up 
there, can broil, fry, braise. You can 

cook frozen steak. Meat is good for you, its 


nutritious, a rich source, makes 

you drool fust thinking of it, 

İcaves you, as cocks shrivle and droop, 
satisfted. Its vvhat a mother serves her 


OST Co eye ə ev 
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son Şust back from college, especially 

if no one"s looking, vvhat business men crave 

after a successful deal, vvhat one 

serves a very special guest. İt 

really takes a litle doing to ruin a good piece of meat. (Lyn Lifshin) 
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The İİouse “bat 


ÜYYly best friend Steve, tall and skinny as a scarecrovv, vvore glasses thick as coke bottles and rarely 


bathed. At tvventy-tvvo, the only ob he ever held vvas in a comic book store in San Francisco/s Sunset 
District. The vvork consisted mainly of listening to Iggy Pop"s F7nozse album at full blast, scaring 
the hell out of the prepubescent Chinese boys vvho came in every day after school for their superhero- 
robot-comix fix. 


"Uh, excuse me, siz? VVhen 1 bought this copy of X-Men Number Eight here yesterday, you said it 
vvas in mint condition, but vvhen 1 got it home 1 noticed that the left-hand bottom corner of the back 
cover has a crease 1n it, see? and 1 vvas vvondering if 


HUH? VVHAA? SPEAK UP, KID,1I CAN"T HEAR YOU" Other duties included vvaiting for 7:00 
o"clock, at vyhich time Steve vvent home to dravv his ovvn cartoons. 


Hed vvanted to be a vvriter once, until he discovered he could dravv. 


After closing up the shop, he"d vvalk to the bus stop, greasy hair mopping his glasses as he looked 
dovvn at his enormous shoes and thought about vvhat he vvould sketch that night. He rode the bus into 
the Mission District alone - no one sat next to him - and he missed his stop as he alvvays did thanks to 
daydreaming. He vvas anxious to get home even though he hated living in the "hole," an old vaguely 


Ttalianate structure vvith a Victorian flat-top. .. eqrizzledi survivor ef 
he 596945 qunalıc, (he decrepis builedimq 
lecəamedi siiqhhily gə ghhec soni, its bəy 
vvimelovvs coveredi in qrimae, its vvallis 
dlissoluteliy festoomedi vvitlhh peclimq costs 
of qreyisi vehhite paimnt. lin ihhe barremn 
front yard: rusey beer €amns asand piles of 
loq shis. 


Coming up the cracked cement vvalkvvay, Steve savv the light on in the bathroom and knevv his 
roommate Roger vvas in there. Roger vvas alvvays in there. 


The moment Steve opened the front door, Rogers dog C.K. came skittering dovvn the hall, lurching 
into an easel propped against the vvall, knocking it over along vvith several heaped-up bags of garbage. 
Empty Budvveiser tall boys ricochetted everyvvhere. 


C.K. vvagged his hairless pink stump of a tail and vvhimpered for Steve to pat him on his huge square 
head. Roger hollered a "hallo" from behind the bathroom door. Steve s reply, as alvvays, "Hovv long 
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are you going to be in there?" 


"Ts going to be a vvhile," said Roger, cracking another beer. He took vvhole six packs to the 
bathroom and drank them in there, piss vvarm. 


"God damn it, Roger, 1 have to take a /£Z/TYID AL 


Tve been VVORKING all day, and Td like to at least be able to take a 
DUMP vvhen 1 come homel" 


"Tim sorry, Steve, but you knov that beer is a povverful diuretic." 

Steve stomped to the kitchen, spread a nevvspaper on the floor, dropped his pants and squatted. The 
dog come in, sniffing and nuzzling, Steve stuck a paper bag over its head. "That/s vvhat you get for 
having such a cold nose." 

VVhen he vvas finished he vvould vvrap it all up in the nevvspaper and drop it in the vvastepaper basket 
in Rogers room. Then he vvould pick up the phone and dial my number. He called me every day 
after going through this ritual. On this particular day it vvent like this: 

"Hi, Frank, its me." 

"Itis Steve," 1 told my girlfriend. She rolled her eyes and vvent back to her Psych textbook. 

"Guess vhat Tim doing right novv," Steve said. 

"Oh Tesus, not againl" 

"Yup. Hers been in there every day this vveek. Beer is a povverful diuretic, you knovv." 


"1 knovv, I knovv. Tve 5eep to your place, remember?" 


"ist barely. Hold on a sec, Tve gotta vvipe." 1 could hear him yelling at the dog, could hear its nails 
click-clacking on the vvarped vvooden floor. "So vvhen are you guys coming to visit? 


"I don"t knovv, Steve. VVhen are you moving out of there?" 


He laughed. "You knovv 1 canft do that, İt hovs6 vvon"t let mel is lik Lİ isalıns İrir, 
ner, İn lidliy İt erin his ni fo fo vürk: it tt mni... Dok: biy 
İs kt hai all (los: yan," 


Anne vvas peering at me over her textbook. "VVe all have our ovvn houses to feed, 1 mumbled. "Hovv 
about 1 meet you at vvork tomorrovv? Annes got night class." 


VVhen 1 hung up, Anne vvas giving me that youe-going-to-come-home-drunk-again-aren"t-you look. 
"VVe"ve been friends since vve vvere kids," 1 told her. "He doesn"t knovv anyone else in San Francisco, 
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except for Roger..." 


Next day 1 met Steve at the comic book shop. His hair vvas much longer than 1 remembered, the 
svveatshirt and the /C Penny feans his mother bought him many Christmases ago vverc spattered vvith 
ink and gesso. VVe locked up shop exactly at seven, rode the bus together to a liquor store near 
Steve"s house, and bought four sixteen ouncers for the night. 


I hadn"t visited the house in months, and halfvvay up the stairs to the porch 1 vvas reminded vvhy: the 


men Tİ BZ TTİL SOKİT ÖT TİAİ"İK TEMM OİM 
EO0Ndv Vümhi OPÇULD ORAL A qəmər son, nova 


actually it vvas a mingling of unrefrigerated, rotting food, stale cigarette smoke, dead rats in the vvalls, 
hundreds of spilled beers, urine, feces, mold, mildevv, fetid socks, the musty effluvium of the decaying 
house itself, the musk of Rogers unbathed dog, the musk of unbathed Roger, and of course, the musk 
of unbathed Steve. VVhen my friend unlocked the door, C.K. vvas already there to greet us, slavering 
and vvagging his obscene pink stump. 1 vvas shocked to see hovv starkly his ribs protruded, hovv 
desperately and pathetically he sniffed the bags vve vvere carrying. 


Roger, naturally, vvas in the bathroom. 1 gave the door a tap, "Hey Rogerl İts Frankl" 
"Frankl Good to see youl" 


"Uh, same here." 1 vvalked into the kitchen and savv Steve spreading nevvspapers. "Tİ vvait in your 
room," 1 said. 


Steve"s room vvas a yumble of comic books, beer cans, dirty laundry. A big dravving table stood 
slightiy angled against one vvall, littered vvith various-sized pieces of stiff, gessoed cardboard, some 
blank, others covered vvith dark pen-strokes. The middle of the room vvas occupied by a large casy 
chair vvith stuffing sprouting out of it like fungus, facing the room "s only vvindovv. Beside the chair a 
large stereo speaker served as a table, vvith an ashtray and a bong on top (the other speaker vvas : 
broken, rendering Steve"s collection of vintage stereo 1.p."s almost useless) and from the vvay it vvas all 
set up, 1 could see Steve spending a lot of time in that chair, as 1 vvould have, getting stoned and 
looking out the vvindovv at a garden of tvvisted, misshapen, vveirdiy undulating vveeds. The glass vvas 
vvarped, giving Steves vievv of his neighbor5 yard the expressionistic tvvist that vvas beginning to shovv 
up in his art. Roger had a vvindovv too, but it vvas boarded up, the glass broken one night vvhen Roger 
lurched against it, back in the glory days vvhen beer still got him drunk. 5 k 


I vvondered vvhat vvas taking Steve so long in the kitchen. Bored, 1 started sifting through the clutter 
on his table, found a nearly-finished dravving prominently titled "THE HOUSE THAT EATS 
PEOPLE." Te depicted Roger as a hideously tattered skeleton enthroned upon the toilet, beer in one 
hand, a roll-your-ovvn in the other, demonic eyes malignantly blazing in their bony sockets at the 
intruder yyho had dared to violate his privacy. 1 vvas still tradinğ stares vvith this 


atiox vyhen Steve 


came in. 


"VVhat do you think?" 
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"Not bad," 1 mumbled. Actually, it vvas one of the best things he"d ever done: despite its abstract 


touches, it possessed a quality of uncanıq realism most of his previous vvork lacked. "Not bad, 
not bad at all." 


"VVell, thanks," he said. "Its part of a series Im doing about the house. The next one s going to be of 
C.K..s skeleton in front of the refrigerator." 


"Shit, if that dog gets any skinnier he can pose for you. İsn"t Roger feeding him?" 

"I don"t knovv. 1 don"t talk to Roger much these days. 1 think he gave it some hoses the other 
day, though." 

"You guys have a falling out?" 

"I guess you could call it that." 

Returning from the kitchen vvith more beers, Steve plopped dovvn into his chair, handed me a beer, 
took a svvig of his ovvn and began filling the bong. "Tve got you to blame for /)is vice, Frank. The 
beer 1 can blame on Roger." 

"1 can blame them both on Anne," 1 said, "even though she"s clean and sober nov." 

Steve smiled and lit the bovvl, tiny tvvin flames reflected in his glasses. VVe each took a good hit. 
"So," 1 eroaked, holding the smoke in, "vvhen are yoz going to get a girlfriend? 1 mean, tvventy-one is 
kind of old to still be a virgin, ğ 

"Come on, Frank. İf you vvere a girl, vvould you be interested in me?" 

"Sure, vvhy not? YouTe smart, youTe an excellent artist .. . " 

"And 1 have a vvonderful personality, I knovv. But Td have to brush my teeth, comb my hair, bathe 
regularly ..." He put his big feet up on a plastic milk crate. "Really, Frank, the sad truth is Td rather 
yüst stay in the house and smoke more pot." 

So vve smoked more pot and drank more beer until the room became a sort of grainy home movie 


bouncing in and out of focus, and the only thing missing vvas Roger. /olly Roger Brand had been a 
minor celebrity in the early seventies, publishing tvvo issues of his ovvn comic book, the 


" " 
mElosasime) Bil e adl series, and Td alvvays en?oyed listening to him bullshit about 


the old underground comix scene. 

"So, tell me about this falling out you had vvith Roger," I said. 
"Already did." 

"No, you didn"t. Some crap about the house." 
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"Thatis it. Ifs sucking his soul out through his asshole. Beer is..." 


"A povverful diuretic, 1 knovv. But he vvas a pretty good artıst in the old days." 


"Sure, he vas. But novv hes... dead. Steve let his head fall forvard on his chest for 


emphasis, causing his glasses to slide to the tip of his Gallic nose. 1 excused myself to take a leak, 
only to find Roger vvas still in the bathroom. He vvas as apologetic and unmoving as ever. 


"VVhat should 1 do?" 1 asked Steve. 
"Piss out the kitchen vvindovv. That"s vvhat 1 usually do." 


"Follovving Steves advice 1 accidentally hosed dovvn a cat that vvas hiding under a bush outside, İts 
screeching brought C.K. bounding into the room and almost out the vvindovv, vvhich 1 slammed shut 
yüst in time. C.K. stood up on his skinny hind legs and scratched at the glass vvith one forepavv, 
vvhimpering pathetically. 


"Poor old brute." 1 patted his bony skull. He gave me such a mournful look 1 opened the refrigerator, took out a grayish-green lump of 

rancid hamburger. Nearly gagging from the stench 1 nevertheless found myself asking the dog if he really vvanted it. VVagging his stump 
and shifting anxiously from leg to leg, C.K. drooled from open yavvs. 1 took that for a yes and put the rotting meat dovvn and vvatched in 

disgust as the suppurating meat vvas devoured in a fevv hearty gulps. 


"Poor dog," 1 said, vvhile vvalking back to Steve"s room vvith beers. 
"Donf tell ve, tell Roger." 
HEY ROGERİ 1 yelled dovvn the hall, "VHY DON"T YOU FEED YOUR FUCKING DOG?1 


No ansvver - yust the pop of another beer being opened. 


After Steve and I had popped a fev more beers ourselves, I began to realize hovv much İd missed this kind of 
life... hanging around in beat-up flats, getting loaded, no one vvaiting up at home, Şust me and a friend 
bullishitting into the small hours ... vvords bouncing around our hopes, our art, our egos... Truth vvas, despite 
re-reading Poe and H.P. Lovecraft many times for inspiration, İ hadn"t vritten a good horror story or poem in 
months, and 1 vvas getting vvorried. 


Anne"s cramping my style," 1 said. "Mind if 1 move in?" 
"VVhy not? You can have Rogers room. He doesnft use it." 


"Ah, that reminds me .. ." Getting up, 1 felt my vay dovvn the darkened hall tovvard the sliver of 
light that shovved under the bathroom door. "Are you STILL in there, Roger?" 


"Sorry, Frank. You knovv hov tt is." 


"Tim beginning to." This time 1 pissed in the kitchen sink, vhich vas full of furry blue dishes. Then I 
called Anne to tell her Td be spending the night. 


Sounds like quite an evening," she said. 
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"Oh, yeah." 


Steve vas grinning at me vhen I came back vith the beers. 1 knev vhat he vas thinking: nothing 
had changed for me since ve vere in school together, I still had to call home for permission to 
sleep over. 


"Sure you can live vvithout it for one night, Frank?" 


That vvas the flipside: Steve had freedom to do vvhatever he vvanted - i.e., almost nothing - but 1 had 
the luxury of taking sex for granted. 


"Maybe vve should trade places for a vveek or tvvo," 1 said. "Give me a chance to catch up on my 
vvriting, and you..." 


Steve put his finger up against his nose as if considering. Finally he shook his head. "I don" think 
the house vvould allovv it." 


"VVhich one? Yours or mine? 


"Both. But mine especially. Itis developed a taste for me, 1 think, and me for it. VVhen it/s finished 
vvith Roger . . . İm next. 


"VVhat the hell are you talking about?" 
"Viell, vhen the house Fnallq suclx ihe rest oP Roqer dovn har ihroar it 
calİx a tailer, mauhe then there İİ be another vacancu. Bur 1: dün hour, 


This place ixnT For everu budu, İİnd besidex, ir mau never suralİou: har 
bİoated İiuer os his, mhouqh thary the delicacı ir craves most." 


"VVhatever you say, Steve." 

"You see, the demon of this house has very special, very peculiar tastes. İt likes artists." 
"That is peculiar." 

"And it prefers alcoholic artists - artists vvho, you knovv, yust don give a shit anymore." 
"Sort of an Art Hell," I added. 


"Exactly. And each of us vvho are damned to that Hell, before vve can be released through an 


alcoholic or possibly "drug related" death, must execute a portrait of the demon spirit of 
that house, vvherever and hovvever vve may find it." 


"VVell, Roger certainİy did his share of hellish underground dravvings, all that speed-ınspired frenzy." 


"Yes, and hes been living in this place for qecades. His vvife even lived here for a vvhile, before he 
gave up speed for drinking. Got too poor and boring so she divorced him." 
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“(Chaplin vvas a commie fag. Keaton vvas a drunk. Harold Lloyd vvas impotent. Arbuckle vvas a celebrated rapist. Harry 
Langdon vvore diapers. Laurel vvas a drunk. Hardy vvas a hermaphrodite. Groucho vvas a pompous ass. And so vvas Billy 
Bevan. Chico fucked boyscouts. Harpo vvas a commie fag. Fields vvas a drunk. Abbott vvas a compulsive gambler. 
Costello vvas in vvith the mob. Ben Turpin molested poultry. Lloyd Hamilton had adolescent oriental girls defecate in his 
famous comedy hat. VVilliam Bendix had three nostrils. The Ritz brothers vvere satan vvorshippers. Charlie Chase ate baby 
sparrovvs. Al St..lohn vvas a drunk. Mack Sennett vas an uncultured illiterate slob, And so vvas Billy VVest. Moe fondled 
neighborhood children. Curley fondled neighborhood dogs. Larry vvas a stigmatic. Shemp vvet his bed. Voe Besser”s vvife 
vvas ill. Snub Pollard vvas into vvhips, chains, nipple clamps and Chester Conklin. Leon Errol vvas a drunk. Bobby Clark 
beat his vvife. McCullough slit his throat in a barber/s chair. dack Benny vvas a vvoman from Philadelphia named Estelle M. 
VVilkenson. Every Saturday night dimmy Durante masterbated into clean vvhite socks and cast them from his hotel suite 
onto the crovvded streets belovv. Ned Sparks vvas a drunk. Billy Gilbert collected used toilet paper. Edgar Kennedy vvas a 
knovvn pyromaniac. Mantan Moreland had the clap. Franklin Pangborn vvas a commie fag. Benny Rubin vvas a drunk. 
Raymond Griffith communicated telepathically vvith an astral entity named Macloubbah. Chick Sales ate his lunch from a 
colostomy bag. Eddie Cantor exposed his dink for a split second in every one of his pictures. Gil Lamb picked up vvhite 
socks from off of crovvded city streets. Olson sold drugs. dohnson sold babies. goe Penner had an unborn tvvin named 
Goo-Goo grovving from his abdomen. Mack Svvain vvas a drunk. Ernie Kovacs shot smack. Andy Devine shot steroids. 
Dave O”Brian shot Kennedy. Burt Lahr vvas a pompous ass. Danny Kaye vvas a commie fag. Ed VVynn vvas a drunk. Byron 
Foulger lived sixteen years vvith a male orangutang named Letitia v/ho svvept his rooms, did all his laundry, doubled for 
him at bridge and taught him the vvays of the African iungle. So they all had their problems. . .funny guys though:” 


O Mark Nevvgarden, 1990 
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"If you can tt stand the heat..." 
"Get out of Art “ŞelU. 


"And vvhatis yozr portrait going to be - that thing on the table?" 1 pointed to the half-finished dravving 
of Roger as skeleton. 


"Thatis yust a beginning - part of a triptych. Skeletons of Roger and C.K. on either side, vvith mine in 
the middle." 


"A self-portrait, Steve?" 
"TT sit by the mirror and dravv myself as 1 vvaste avvay." 


"For artis sake?" 


"For the house," he said, filling the bong. "And vvhen Im done, Frank, İm gonna öv AN this 
place DOVVNI" 


By novv 1 needed very much to take a shit. 1 told Steve and he pointed to a stack of nevvspapers in 
the comer. 


"No," I said. "1 vvill NOT shit on the kitchen floor." 
"VVhy not? Tl bet C.K/s still hungry." 


"Christ, Steve, thatis disgusting." 1 stomped off to the bathroom and pounded on the door. "Alright, 
Roger, this is ITİ GET OUTI 1 NEED TO USE THE CRAPPERİI 


No ansvver. 1 put my ear to the door and heard vvhat sounded like the rustle of cigarette papers, then 
the pop of yet another beer being opened. C.K. trotted dovvn the hall to stand beside me, sniffing and 
pavving. 


I MEAN 1, ROGERİ OPEN THE DOOR OR TM GONG TO N H ı IN YOUR BEDI 


Steve vvas standing behind me novv, clucking his tongue. "İt vvon"t do any good," he said, picking up 
the easel C.K. had knocked over earlier and leaning it against the vvall. "1 tried to tell you, Frank." 


"TO HELL VTTH TT" 1 put my hand on the knob and turned it - amazingiy, it vvas unlocked. 1 
flung the door vvide - and in a single instant photographic flash of revelation vovved that 1 vvould never 
vvrite or drink or crave the artist"s life again. 1 vvould marry Anne, become a quiet college professor, 
raise children and grovv peacefully, prosaically bald. VVhy did 1 say this to myself in that instant? 
Because, gentle reader, sitting on that cracked and slimy toilet vvas the grinning, mocking, loathsome 
embodiment of all that is impled by the term "Underground artist," the eidolon of all that is made 
possible through an unvvholesome bachelor life of dreamy dissipation. 
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It vvas the demon spirit of all houses that eat people, blasted, evil places vvhose seedy ambiance, leads 
us into temptation, lures us into abandonment and finally, pushes us into madness and deathl There 
enthroned upon the porcelain, a tall can of vvarm malt liquor clutched in one dripping clavv and a roll- 


your-ovvn still smoking in the other, sat a reeking, tattered, putrid corpse. IN TBE 


FACE THAT HAD ONCE BEEN FKOGEFS, 
dAVİS MOVED ON EXPOSED HINGES IN 
TİME TO DEEP, BALEFUL LAUGHTER., .... 


resonating from far belovv, belovv the echoing bovvl of the toilet, belovv the rusted pipes beneath, 
indeed, the cacodemonic chuckling seemed to be coming from the very privy of Hell itselfl 


In an instant, the horror vvas compounded by C.K. rushing in and pouncing on a half-fleshed leg bone. 
VVith a hideous pop the leg vvas quickly vvorked free and dragged into the kitchen. 


I turned to Steve vvith vhat must have been a quite comical expression of fright. He shook his head 
and laughed qufetly. "I tried to vvarn you, Frank, this house isn”t for everybody." 


I vvas gibbering like a character in an H.P. Lovecraft story as Steve opened the front door to let me 
out. "All that trouble in the bathroom and you end up shitting your pants anyvvay. Oh vvell," he said, 
"go home to your girİfriend. That"s vvhere you belong." 


Somehovv my feet carried me dovvn the cracked cement path to the sidevvalk, avvay from the damned 
house, but before 1 left, 1 vvas impelled by some nameless force to go around to the side of the rotting 
structure vvhere Steve"s vvindovv looked out on a garden of tvvisted, vveirdly undulating vveeds. 


There vvas nothing vvrong vvith the vveeds, but in the vvindovv 1 savv Steve sitting in his fungus chair, 


his posture tvvisted and vvarped like an expressionist painting, rapidly moving his pen across the artist"s 
sketch-pad in his lap. 
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Disturbing Sound and Dark Vision of lohn Bergin 


By Anya Martin 


Enter if you dare the strange, unsettling, astonishing imagination of artist/musician Vohn Bergin. 
His solo recording profects—Trust Obey, C,/H,,NO, and others— produce music darker and 
more dissonant than Nine İnch Nails and have attracted the admiration of Trent Reznor and a 
small cult of appreciators of the more provocative edge of industrial rock. His artistic profects 
range from bizarre CD covers to epic, existential, noir graphic novels (definitely not your 
neighborhood Spider-Man) to most recently, a provocative İnternet vveb site that seeks to expose 
its visitors to far more than a catalog of his recording label, Grinder. In another era, Bergin 
might have been dubbed a Rendissance Man. İn the “90s, perhaps he”s best termed as an 
“qesthetic terrorist” from Kansas City, Missouri, striving to continue to produce vvorks that 
challenge the boundaries of both the sanitized post-punk vvasteland and the super-hero- 
saturated-geek-boys-only comics industry. 

Bergin erupted into the cutting edge of independent comics in 1990 vvith Ashes, a five- 
part series published by Caliber and nominated for a Harvey Avvard. He co-edited the ground- 
breaking horror /cyberpunk comics anthology, Bone Savv, vith /ames O "Barr, the creator of”Yhe 
Crovv, and teamed vyith O ”Barr to produce a riveting alternative soundtrack to the movie s hip 
collection of "90s hitmakers (available as part of a limited hardcover edition of the original 
graphic novel from Graphitti Press). Then finally after numerous publishing delays, Kitchen 
Sink Press released From Inside, a disturbing epic graphic novel about a young pregnant vvoman 
ona “train to Hell.” 

İn March, 1996, Qohn Bergin offered Brutarian a scoop on an intriguing nev” tvyist on 
fantasy vvith A.A. Attanasio, a completed profect called .dopa, and his various recording 
profects, not to mention some frank commenis on the sad state of the comics industry in general 
and censorship on the İnternet... 


BRUTARIAN: Lets start out vvith vvhat sounds like your most exciting proyect at the moment, 
The Dark Shore. Hovv did you get to knovv A.A. Attanasio and hovv did you come to collaborate 
on this proyect? 

dohn Bergin: VVe"ve knovvn each other for four or five years novv. I yust vvrote him on a vvhim 
because I admire his vvork. Thatis hovv vve met. Hers actually the one vvho brought up the idea ofa 
doing a graphic novel adaptation of his nevv novel. VVe"ve discussed the idea of collaborating on 
something for a long time. 1 vvas looking for something to do, and he vvas fTust starting 7Re Dark 
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Shore, so he suggested the idea of a graphic novel adaptation. 

BRUT: Have you started vvorking on it? 

B: At this time vvere still vvorking on preliminary artvvork—character designs, scenery, props, 
stuff like that . VVere going to try to go outside the standard comic book publishing industry. 
BRUT: So it hasnft been accepted by a publisher yet. 

B: Attanasio/s book version has been. İt vvill be published by Hodder and Stoughton in the UK 
sometime soon, and he fust got a deal for the book vvith Avon. Actually, they vvant him to do tvvo 
more books in the series. The story is basically the first time he has vrritten anything that falis so 
completely in the category of fantasy. 

BRUT: You ve described 7he Dark Shore as "From İnside Meets Legend." VVhen 1 think Of you, 
From İnside makes sense obviously. But Zegend? Is that because that s a Ridley Scott movie? 
2B: 1 fust mentioned Zegeri because that film has the obvious conventions you usually find in 
fantasy stories. You knovv, magic, sorcerers, unicorns, ogres. İt"s very interesting to see hovv 
Attanasio takes those elements and tvvists them to his unique vision. He adds some really cool 


THESE G00N$ - THEY"RE 
BUİT LİKE MEL... 


.-.HTTLE COMPUTER 


elements like demons, floating cities, and magic amulets that are used like drugs or body 
enhancements. Characters vvear certain amulets to increase their intelligence, stay avvake, or 
dream, and they place them on their bodies in certain configurations and over particular internal 
organs to make themselves iump higher, run faster, or be stronger. İt"s pretty cool. Itis like hes 
taken the extremely typical eyberpunk elements and made them orgazric. I mean, these days every 
eyberpunk or SF story you read has characters in it vvith yacks in their skulis that they use to 
dovvnİoad information or they have eybernetically enhanced eyeballs or muscles or something. 
Attanasio"s taken all that stuff and transformed it into organic devices. Magic amulets instead of 
skull-facks, harnesses instead of armor. Spells instead of digital data. 

BRUT: Knovving you, it sounds like its going to make DC"s Vertigo comics look like happy fairy 
tales? 

.7B: They are, aren"t they? That"s vvhy 1 mentioned /F7om /nside in my description of 7/e Dark 
Shore. You knovv my vvork, and vvhat to expect. 7/e Dark Shore is dark. Its very depressing and 
frightening in some parts. 

BRUT: You Ve said that you ve helped vvith concepts, plot themes, props, stuff like that? VVhat 
contributions have you made to the proyect? 
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İB: OK, there s this sorcerer named Ralli-Fai. Attanasio originally designed this sorcerer as a bag 
of skin hanging on a stick. This sorcerer uses so much magic and has traveled so far outside of his 
body on astral iourneys, all that"s left is a bag of talking skin on a stick. Attanasio told me that, 
and 1 started vvorking on some artvvork and character sketches. 1 started off by vvondering "Hovv 
does this guy get around?" A simple thought like that is vvhat usually gets me started. So 1 
designed this vvhole elaborate tvvo-legged stilt device that the sorcerer straps himself into. The 
stilts are made out of sharp sticks of hard vvood. It moves sort of like a pair of scissors, the sticks 
are hollovv and are infused vvith magic amulets—that"s vvhat "povvers" them. The bag of skin is tied 
to these stilts. That"s hovv he moves around. 

I really get into this sort of stuff. The details. T try to think of every little thing. 1 fuliy 
realize my creations, in my mind, they are real. Even though all this detail might not shovv up in a 
finished story, 1 believe it"s still there in a vvay, reinforcing vvhat you do end up seeing. 1 even 
made notes about hovv fast this thing can vvalk, hovv it goes up stairvvays, hovv it navigates over 
soft svvampy soil. 1 even designed the sound it made vvhen it vvas vvalking: “tok. tok. tok.” 

Anyvvay, I painted some sketches of this Ralli-Fai character. Gave everything to Attanasio, 


cAvZ cönd Sed £Arve 
“7 bose ÇÖf /7be c“rtist 
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he took all that and rarı vvith it. 1 vvas yust amazed at hovv much he vvas able to make my p)ysica/ 
designs so vvholiy realized. He vvas able to take my ideas and vvork them into the plot. For 
example, these stilts that I designed play an important part near the end of the story. Ralli-Fai uses 
the sharp points as a vveapon. Even the sound effect— “7ok. fok. tok”—became an important part 
of this character. 

This profect is one of the most exciting things for me. I mean having your comics made 
into a film is exciting, but vvatching your favorite author turn your images into his vvordis is far 
more exciting, 1 think. 

BRUT: So your ideas have also influenced the manuscript of the novel in addition to the graphic 
novel, 

IB: Yes. Attanasio vvas vvriting the novel at the same time as 1 vvas designing things for the 
graphic version. It sounds silly to be going on so much about something as simple as character 
design, but that one activity has so much effect on a story—right dovvn to the p/oz. Is kind of like 
an actor studying for a role. That sort of research reveals things that effect everything in a story. 
BRUT: "Death of a VVitch" is the introduction to 7Re Dark Söore? 

PB: Right, the prologue of the book. That/s completed, its a 15-page strip vvhich vvill be 
appearing in 7?e Big Bigfoot Book from Mofo Press... later this summer. 

BRUT: Vvhat is Mofo Press? 1 donf think Tm familiar vvith them. Among all those Image and 
Marvel super-hero titles, its really hard to pick out interesting and innovative comics novv on the 
racks. Vust looking at the line-up makes me feel out of touch, but then on the other hand 1 vvent 
into a local comics store in Atlanta that stocks a lot of independents and undergrounds and looked 
at everything in the store, and 1 didnft see it. And thaf"s yust the kind of store vvhere 1 vvould 
imagine that kind of stuff vvould be. 

AYB: Mofo fust published an anthology called //eira Bizsiness—a huge hardcover book—one of 
the best horror anthologies Tve seen in a long time. Molfo is trying a İot of different things. Theyre 
not fust talking about vvays of surviving and grovving in the current independent-hostile 
environment of comics today, theyre actually £ryirıg different things—trying to find nevv markets, 
trying to find vvays to reach nevv readers... 

BRUT: 7?e Big Bigfoot Book comes out this summer? And that:s a collection of stories in vvhich 
all have something to do vvith Bigfoot. VVhat inspired Mofo to do that? 

IB: Right. Rick Klavv, the managing editor, noticed a resurgence of interest in mysterious 
true-life monsters. 

BRUT: Because of 7Pe X-Files? 

.7B: That could be. 1 don)t knovv vvhaf"s causing it. Maybe the fascination vvith ”70s culture is 
causing it. You knovv, all those monsters from Bigfoot to Nessie vvere pretty huge in the ”70s. 
BRUT: Tell me about Z Dopa. 

AB: Tts sitting at Dark Horse gathering dust.... 

Is. a sort-of futuristic SF thing. Letis see: Til say "B/ade Runner meets Frankenstein, little 
bit of 72e V/Vizard of Oz and Die Hard throvvn in..." 

Story/s about this guy vvho/s brain has been dovvnİoaded into a tiny computer chip. The 
chip is stuck into a vat-grovvn body—a four foot tall gargoyle. This guy calls himself L Dopa. His 
vvife is the daughter of the povverful business man vvho "ovvns" the city. They discover some 
horrible plans this businessman has and try to stop him. They fail. The girl is turned into a 
“Marilyn”—thatis a mute prostitute surgicalily altered to look like Marilyn Monroe. The guy gets 
dovvnloaded into the gargoyle body. He calls himself L Dopa because thatis his drug of choice. He 
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takes it to suppress an endless film loop—that plays in his head—of the surgery that vvas 
conducted on his vvife. She thinks hes dead—he never tells her vvho he is. The tvvo are exiled to a 
vvhorehouse. Chinese gangs kidnap the girl. L Dopa goes after them. Thaf"s pretty much vvhere 
the story s7arfs. Is been done for about a year novv. Dark Horse is fust sitting on it. 

BRUT: Isn” that Dark Horses reputation novvadays? Do they put out books any more that have 
nothing to do Aliens? 

dB: 1 don" knovv. (laughs) 1 don) go to comic book stores. They have a fust-barely legit reason 
for holding £Z Dopa., The story vvas originally going to be a back up for lames OBarris Goröik, but 
that thing is a dead profect. There s a lot of ugly legal shit that Dark Horse has to sort out vvith 
Gothik and Yames, contractual breaches and stuff like that. They vvant some of that cleared up 
before getting £ Dopa out. They v/// print it, its fust a matter of finessing the details. Looks like 
itil be tvvo 24-page books. 

BRUT: ls tt black and vvhite or color? 

/B: İrs black and vvhite. It vvas fun to do. İt vvas realiy, really different for me. You vvonf believe 
I did this thing vvhen you see it—guns, tits, fist fights, guns, guns, sound effects... guns. İIts the 
closest thing Tve ever done to a traditional comic strip. 

BRUT: You ve said that sound effects seem like theyTe part of comics. 

İB: Yeah. My favorite sound effect is one that Yames used in this little strip he did in Sirarıge 
Tales back in the ”80s. This guy is speeding along in a car. His dog, sitting in the passenger seat, 
leans out the vvindovv. The car is going so fast that the dog/s face starts to disintegrate. The guy 
reaches over and pulis the dog back in. The sound of the dog being pulled back is "yarık." Cracks 
me up every time 1 think about it. 

BRUT: VVhat other graphic profects are you vvorking on right novv? 

AYB: Theres fust too much to remember. 1 should keep a İist in ffont of me all the time. There"s 
The Dark Shore, a couple of book covers, a number of CD covers—a fevv for Brian Lustmord, a 
fevv for some other bands like Caul and my ovvn musical profects, Trust Obey and my side profect 
C/H,NO,, a lot of CD designs.—a vveb site for The Machines of Loving Grace, /F/ards of Clay 
—vvhich is a graphic adaptation of a Trust Obey song... Vm vvorking on a couple of musical 
things, too. A Trust Obey cover of Ministry"s "Revenge" for a Ministry tribute compilation. A 
remix 1 did for Terminal Sect iust came out. Believe it or not, 1 yust finished up about 12 hours 
vvorth of childrenis music 1 did for Hallmark Cards. 

BRUT: It seems like yourre alvvays vvorkirg on a million profects at once. Hovv do you fuggle 
them all? , zə” 
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İB: 1 vvork all the time. 

BRUT: Hovv did From İnside sell, vvhen everything vvas all accounted for. Ttis novv been tvvo 
years since it vvas finally published after all those delays. 

PB: T)ose delaysl Man, that vvas a miserable time in my life. Everything that could have gone 
vvrong vvith printing the thing vver/ vvrong. To tell you the truth, 1 really don"t knovv hovv many 
copies vvere finally sold. 1 think it did okay, but Tm sure the numbers vverent impressively huge. 
Td rather not knovv the exact number, Tl sure it vvould iust depress me. As pessimistic as 1 am, I 
still have sore hope for the comic book market. Evidence to the contrary really depresses 
me—theres so much of it. 

BRUT: But it can still be ordered through Grinder or from Kitchen Sink? 

?B: Yeah. Its still available from either place. 

BRUT: After vvorking so long to make F7orz /İpside a reality, hovv supportive do you feel the 


comic book industry is for someone like you, a vvriter/artist vvho is not doing super-heroes, not 
kid"s stuff, but really interesting thought-provoking vvork? Is there room for you in the comic 
book industry right novv? 

.B: Right novv? No. Absolutely not. To tell you the truth, vvriters like myself are getting squeezed 
out. 1 hate saying that and its really depressing to say that. Tim alvvays looking for proof that Tm 
vrrong. Tve described the comic book industry as being "ghettoized," and 1 think thatis the mafor 
problem. Comics are the ghetto of the entertainment industry, both physically and content-vvise. 
Physically, the only place you can buy a comic book is in a comic book store. Im embarrassed to 
take friends to comic stores and say "this is vhat 1 do for a living." A fevv years ago 1 vvould"ve 
proudiy shovved off the incredible diversity. That"s gone. Most readers vvho might enioy my vvork 
do not enioy the experience of visiting a hormone-infested comic book store... and respectable 
book stores vvould never stock anything so lovvly as a comiç book. 1 knovv publishers do manage 
to get comics into stores vvhere people vvho don"t normaliy read comics go—book stores or music 
stores—but vvhat are they presenting to these people? Spider-Man graphic novels, Batman 
anthologies, Superman collections. Yeah, that vvill definitely entice nevv mature readers to start 
picking up comics. İt"s stupid to put shit like that into a book store. The people vvho read that 
funk are already served fust fine by comic shops. VVe should be presenting these nevv potential 
readers vvith something that is gerzzinely mature and interesting. 

Content-vvise, comics have become yust a place to market peripheral film properties and 
such to adolescent males. Good luck if you”re a girl and interested in seeing vvhat"s nevv in comics. 
BRUT: There"s Lady Death. 
2B: Sure, girls read that, but its from a male perspective, isnft 1t? 1 shouldnft say, Tve never read 
it. From vvhat Tve seen it looks like a typical male version of vvhat a girl might like to read, i.e., 
spunky Goth chick. Not much depth there, not really. Of course 1 knovv girls do read and enioy 
comics, but the market /s geared for a very particular and narrovv range of people. There is that 
group of vvomen comic book artists, 1 forget the name they have for their group. Sorry, 1 think itis 
Mary Fleener, Fulie Doucet, Dame Darcy. They get some support, some readers, but there really 
should be more support paid to this sort of stuff. Comics are ust gonna die unless the idea of 
genuine diversity gets support from mafor publishers and distributors. Its a risk, but one that 
should be taken. 

BRUT: Do you feel the industry vvas more open to vvork like yours five years ago? 

AİB: Tt vvas. İt vvas even fust a fevv years ago. 

BRUT: People talk about DC"s expansion of the Vertigo line as progressive. Do you think that it 
actually has opened up nevv opportunities for vvriters and artists to do something more 
thought-provoking or is it fust a nevv version of rehashing the same ideas for a slightly older 
readership? 

AB: 1donf knovv their books very vvell, vvhenever 1 check any of them out, they donft seem to be 
realiy that innovative. I"m not putting them dovvn. Those books are fine for vvhat they are, but 1 
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donft understand vvhy everyone has this perception that they"re doing something nevv and mature. 
Maybe by "mature," vve mean 16-year-old males instead of 12-year-olds. 

IThey”rel the only stuff1 see on the comic book shelf that 1ooks visually interesting, but 
they also look visually the same. Sure, some of them are visually interesting, but the ones that I 
read 1 couldnf tell v/hat vvas going on vvith the story. 1 felt like Td stepped into the middle of an 
Iron Man comic vvhere all these things had already happened over the course of 200 issues and 1 
vvas expected to be up-to-date vvith it all. And 1 really think that some of the panel design and 
pacing is yust incredibly amateurish. Impossible to read and follovv. 
BRUT: Isnt it OK fust to open up a mythology textbook and yust take a fevv cool Gods and fust 
throvv them on a page? 
/B: Uh-huh. Is there a lot of that going on? Isnt that called plagiarism? 
BRUT: VVho does excite you doing comics right novv? 
/B: There"s nobody that 1 can think of. There"s nothing. VVait, Tve got someone for you, Michael 
Manning, a book called 7)e Spider Garden, published by NBM. Hess also got a book called 
Menagerie coming out soon and a sequel to 7)e Spider Garden called Eydrophidian. Valso 
enioyed Pixie by Max Andersson, Fe// Baby by Hideshi Hino, and there are a lot of mainstream 
books 1 enioy. 1 like a good A//eys story as much as anyone else. 1 like Mike Mignola"s vvork, 
Frank Miller, etc. 
BRUT: Do you see any hope on the horizon for comics? 
./B: Maybe. Hopefully the super-hero shit vvill crash and make room for the rest ofus. 
Independent publishers are out there. Readers need to make an effort to seek out better books. It 
really does take effort. 
BRUT: Is there ever going to be another Bore Sav/? 
./B: No, 1 dontt plan on it. 
BRUT: VVhen is Trust Obeyis CD coming out novv? 
AB: Tin not sure. The situation is incredibİy fluid right novv, so I can"t say too much, but 1 can say 
that 1 might be leaving the label. 
BRUT: The albums called F/arıds of Ash. VVhat relationship does it have to your prior release, 
Hands of Ash? 
AYB: That cassette release had tvvo songs on it that vvere re-recorded. 
BRUT: Is it othervvise all nevv material? 
."B: Yeah. 
BRUT: The story as to hovv you ended up vvith Interscope has to do vvith you meeting Trent 
Reznor. Hovv did you meet him and hovv did that evolve? 
PB: It vvas mostly through mutual friends. A friend of mine named Gareth Branvyn (the senior 
editor for Boing Boing Magazine) knevv Trent vvas looking for nevv bands to sign. Trent had 
already heard my stuff. VVhen Gareth forvvarded my nevv and unsigned vvork to him, he signed me. 
BRUT: You have several other musical proyects, vvhat"s going on vvith them? 
İB: For C,/H,,NO,, 1 have a CD coming out February 20th called 7erra Damnata, vvhich is 
mostİy nevv stuff, plus a couple of previouslİy released songs 
BRUT: Hovv do you differentiate vvhat you do vvith Trust Obey versus vvhat you do vvith 
C,/H,,NO, or some other profect? 
4B: C,, allovvs me to do things 1 vvouldnit normally do as Trust Obey. Ci, is a little more 
experimental. Trust Obey has a very specific and intense vision, C,, can be anything —arıy//ng 
goes. Trust Obey has an angrier, raging, and hostile sound. C,, offers me a chance to be more 
introspective and eclectic. Trust Obey is like an amputation vvith a rusted chain savv. C,, is a fine, 
surgical operation using intricate and mysterious tools. You vvouldnft even notice your leg is 
missing...until you tried to stand up. 
BRUT: VVho are your influences musically? 
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AB: As far as music goes, 1 pretty müch listen to soundtrack music of all types all the time. 1 like 
musical vvorks that have a theme or a connecting vision, and soundtracks or classical music are 
about the only pace you normaliy find that. Composers like Mark Isham, Peter Gabriel, Elliot 
Goldenthal, Brian Lustmord, VVofciech Kilar, Maurice YFarre, Vames Horner, Purgen Knieper, bands 
like Big Black, Godflesh, Foetus, Svvans, Puncture. 1 also like nevv classicists like Arvo Part or 
Henryk Mikolai Gorecki and older ones like Bartok or Tchaikovsky. Othervvise 1 listen to pretty 
much vvhat anyone vvould expect me to—the usual list of suspects. People have compared C17 to 
In Slaughter Natives, and Td say thats fair. I like 7. Havukainenis vvork. People have compared 
Trust Obey to Godflesh or Ministry. 

BRUT: So hovv does your musical vvork mesh vvith your visual vvork? 

AB: Tts realiy all the same to me. 1 create because İm compelled to do so. 1 vvork in vvhatever 
medium feels right. 1 enioy being able to approach a single concept from the many different angles 
that 1 vvork in: music, comics, sculpture, photography, vvhatever. Each can reveal something 
different about a single idea. 

Tve noticed that my mind vvorks differentiy, though, for each medium. İt seems to grind 
most efficiently vvhen Em painting or dravving —probabİy because Tve been doing that the longest. 
Those synapses are permanentiy soldered orr. So, if1 had to pick a medium, it vvould probabiy be 
the visual artvvork. But ,really, vvith CD-ROMS and such these days, vvhy not do everything? 
There"s finally an emerging medium that vvill be able to adequately capture and present the sorts of 
multi-media vvork that someone like me does. 

BRUT: 1 visited the Grinder VVeb Site earlier tonight. Hovv did you develop the vveb site, because 
it does seem as if itis meant to be more than a catalog or an advertisement. VVhat"s your concept 
for the art exhibits, for example? 

A2B: VVell, itis like a gallery. Tim trying to shovv vvork by artists and vvriters that 1 admire and that I 
think people vvould en?oy. 

BRUT: Are you vvorried about this censorship on the Internet mania? 

1B: Yeah, m very vvorried about it... 1 fust donft get it. People have this irrational fear of the 
Internet. 1 fust do not get it. People are going on and on about "protecting the childrenl" Give it a 
break. Hovv about parenting the children instead of this so-called "protection." VVerre putting up 
an exhibit of Michael Manning s vvork. Tts definitely “Adults Only” material. But vvhy should that 
be a problem? This is vvork öy adults for adults. The vvork has legitimate value and artistic merit. 
VVhy sacrifice that simpiy because of some lazy and uncaring parents? 

BRUT: That: sort of like an invitation, too. To keep the kids avvay, it seems like you almost have 
to put "This is really boring, fust fluffy stuffed animals, cute dolls, This is the Barbie exhibit, you 
donft vvant to look at this, go avvay, kidsl" 
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AB: Keeping kids from seeing things they are to young to understand should be societyis 
1ob—there s nothing vvrong vvith saying that—but the specific day-to-day supervising should be a 
parent s iob. Enacting lavvs that trample all over o//er people”s freedom is the vvrong vvay to do it. 
Soctetyis (ob is to help provide tools for the parent, but not at the expense of other people. Those 
tools do exist rig/? yrovr, parents yust need to take some interest in their child"s activities. Usually 
that"s all thatis needed. 

BRUT: Its like all our problems are going to be solved by a chip in a television set, too. Hovv 
many people are going to be employed fust to code every minute of TV programming? 

AB: Tts pretty silly. That v-chip is so stupid. Donft yust plop your kid in front of a TV. Take some 
interest in /is interests. That/s all it takes. Values and ethics come from people teaching people, 
not from stupid computer chips and lavvs. VVe have progressed so far since our days as 


Neanderthals, haven"t vve? 


The Grinder VVeb Site can be found at htip://beryl.emerald.net/grinder/. To obtain a catalog of 
CDs and cassettes from Grinder or copies of From Inside and other unconventional comics, 
vyrite to P.O. Box 45182, Kansas City, MO 64171. 
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27 tumed out to be a good thing 1 vəas too broke to bring along a bottle of .Vack. Hell, I vas too gol 
durned busted to afford even a couple of sixes of Bud come to think of it. But it turned out alright. 


Didn"t think it vvould at first. "Cause vihile these covypunks songs about peckervood vvhite trash and 
backvvoods insanity are principally satirical - and hovlingly funny to boot - the compositions fust 


hit too close to home. Nothing vvrong vvith that, thats v”hy Nine Pound Hammer is so "ZA 


good: still vəhat the verisimilitude meant to me vvas that 1 shouldn” be greeting them empty- 
handed. Didn" think they"d cotton to that. Besides their pr photos vere pretty scary: Camera 
placed at foot level, the boys glovering balefully into the distance. They looked like the kind of folk 
yeho beat up assholes fust on general principle. Especially assholes like me vəho veere asking for 
some of their time and didn"t have the good manners to bring a little vəhisky to pass around as a 
v”ay of saying thanks. 


So T approached the combo vith as much deference as I could muster. Gave "em alla good, firm 
handshake and came right out vəith the fact that 1 knev” 1 should"ve brought something but 1 vas fust 
as broke as broke could be and had to sipho n gas out of my neighbors car fust so 1 could get my 


fully restored 66 cobalt blue (ST O qövm to the club and 1 hope they understood. 
Then 1 closed my eyes and vvaited for the blov” to the head. 


İt never came. 1 got some slaps on the back, choruses of "Boy Hovvdysl" and "Nice to meet yas" 
and a bottle of cold beer thrust into my svveaty palm. 


Yip, the aggregate othervise knovvn as Nine Pound Hammer turned out to be suave, funny and self- 
effacing. Fact is, tall, dark and handsome bass playing Matt Bartholomy vvas so unassuming I 


thought he vas caftaronic.: rı lcamed he dust liked to let his bass do the talking 
for him. 


The rest of the Hammers v,as pretiy regular too. VFell sort of, Guitarist Blaine Cartvright 
confessed to having seen Texas Chainsav, Massacre over thirty times vəhile lead singer Scott 
Luallen admitted to vieving Massacre İl at lcast sixty times and could recite by rote the 
conversations and monologues from the tvvo Les Vesko documentaies. The drummer, this big burly 
fellov, all man and a yard vide, sported a Convray Tvitty kind of doo, sunglasses, anda 
physiognomy crossing Roy Orbison vvith Elvis. A persona most men, at İcast south of the Mason- 
Dixon, vould kill to affect. And he"d seen drive-in movies (oe Bob Briggs, 1 have little doubt, isn"t 
even dimiy avvare of, 


And none of "em drink ack. Yes sir, ifs the truth. Blaine drank bourbon once in high school, got 
sick, and hasn"t touched the stuff since. Scott thinks Mr. Daniels is rotgut and sticks to VVild Turkey 
101 Proof and vehen he canrt get that, mümakers /MarİKorey also make an 


excellent barbecue sauce tho iss a little expensif). The rhythm section sticks to Rolling Rock. And 
all of them love pot. And viish the crovvds vəho come to see them veould smoke more of it. 


So Thad a grand auld tyme. Got along so vell İ yvent to see (hem the next night in Baltimore. Had 
an even better tyme and after helping them İoad up after the shov” took "em all home to Casa 
Brutarian vvhere vve spent the vveekend talkin" and generally cuttin" up. VVhat follovvs has been 
pieced together from our little tete a tete at the D.C. shovv. 


Brut: So vihere did the name 
come from? 1 lost the press 
release. 


Scott: Ifs from an old Merle 
Travis song. He"s from 
Muhlenberg County dovvn vvhere 
vve live in Ovvensboro, Kentucky. 
İs a coal mining song. 
Traditional song, basically and 
vve yust decided to use it. 


Brut: Youre all friends of 
Aaron Lee, a contributor of ours. 
And of the late, much lamented 


combo Penit Your Mafesty. 


Nine Pound Hammer: Yeah, 
hes at FTustler novvl 


Brut: Trying to dodge a 
slobbering Larry Fİynt and his 
gold plated vvheelchair 1 hear. 


Blaine: Penis vvas like a Devo 
thing. Opened up for Pain Teens 
at a club in Lexington and it vvas 
packed mainly, and this is true, 
for Penis. They did an outdoor 
shovv at the University of 
Kentucky and the rumors 
preceding them had the 
organizers in fear of the college 
radio station being shut-dovm if 
any alumnus happened to vvalk by 
vvhile they vvere playing. They 
vvere forbidden to curse but the 


drummer came out dressed like 
ei arryinş a ten foot 


(TÜİf, And from there it got 
more insane. 


Scott: Songs vvere really fucked 
up. Masturbation and shit 
seemed to be the focus of a lot of 
it. 


Brut: VVell gov? $0nQ$ are 
prell, (ueked up too. The 


language can get rather ravv at 
times. Any complaints about it? 


Blaine: Never. 


Scott: VVell there vvas this bitch 
at A/ternative Press. Vdont 
knovv vvhat her problem vvas, she 
ust savaged us. She ust didn"t 
get it. Like the opening song on 
our last release, "Hayseed 
Timebomb" has a linc in it about 


queers." 

VVell, ifs vvritten in the third 
person and obviousiy meant to be 
a satiric take, a vicious take, on 
that kind of mindset. And then 
vvith "Skin A Buck" vvell its the 
same set-up. But her response: 
"Oh please. Skin a buck? Oh 


realiyi" 


Brut: But did see a laudatory 
piece on you somevvhere. VVhere 
vvas i(? Maximum Rock "" Roll? 


Blaine: No, they vvon"t revievv 
any Crypt İthe band"s label) 
relcases any more. 


Scott: It vvas in Flipside and the 
intervievvers vvere from Croatia. 
Can you believe that? VVere 
much bigger in Europe than over 
here anyvvay. But that"s the case 


viith a lot of CTYPÜ bands. 


Brut: Hovv long have you all 
been together? 


Blaine: VVe"ve been together ten 
year but Bob our drummer has 
only been vvith us five months. 
VVe"ve had a lot of drummers. 


Brut: VVhy? 
Scott: Because, vvith the 


exception of tvvo of them, they all 
vvanted to change things. Try to 


revrrite our songs, basicaliy. Bob 
doesn"t feel the need to do that. 


Blaine: The last one said, "Man 
I vvant to get to the point vvhere 
Tim making $5, 000 dollars a 
vveek. Keith Richards is making 
$25,000 dollars a veeek so FT 
settle for $5,000 dollars. 


Brut: So you all have day iobs 
then? 


Blaine: 4 drive an ice 


cream İrucl-. Have to move 
to Austin vyhere it can be a year 
round gig. But once school starts 
Tm free again. 


Brut: Hovv much of the 
songvvriting is based on 
experience and hovv much an 
active imaginative interpolation? 
You haven?t actualiy ecaten "fried 
squirrel" or "pork brains" have 
you? 


Scott: Oh yeahl 


Blaine: A İot of the more 
unappetizing stuff vvas courtesy 
of our old drummer. But 1 had a 
long list for the song "Run Fat 
Boy, Run" and it vvas yust a 
matter of making it rhyme. 


Brut: Having any nightmares 
about Bob Dole making you the 
shovvpiece for his censorship 
campaign? There"s a lot of 
vvonderful material to minc here. 


Blaine: Heli, if s yust the vvay vve 
talk. I vvas contemplating vvhich 
of four songs vve should do for 
our hot breakout MTV video and 
every one of them has the vvord 
"fuck" in it. But still it shouldn"t 
be a problem. İts fust the vvay 
vve talk dovvn there. I mean, 
vvhat"s the big deal? 1 had a 
friend tell me recentiy 1 should 
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use it only to be shocking. In 
other vvords, use the f-vvord 
occasionalİly. But from vvhere 
Fm from its almost a form of 
punctuation. 


Scott: VVell you siy "İk" 


more than most people. 
Blaine: Probabiy so. 


Brut: But you haven ft said it 
until fust novv. 


Scott: No but he said it a lot 
right yust here so it kind of 
averages out. 


Blaine: VVell 1 pick my spots1 
suppose. 1 vvon"t say it vvhen Fm 
around parents. And 1 vvon”t use 
it vyhen Im driving the ice cream 
truck. 


Brut: Good policy. Could hurt 
sales. "VVhat the fuck do you 
vvant?" "Nah kid, vverre out of 
fucking toasted almond. Go fuck 
yourself. Have a popsicle fet. 
Its cool and less fucking filling." 


Blaine: But vvhen vvere back 
vvith our ovvn its not a problem. 


Brut: Ever think you run out 
of inspiration mining the 
backvvoods? 


Blaine: 1 dont vant it to become 
shtick. But it is vvhere vve live. It 
is from the gut. 


Brut: VVell you dravv on 
brilliance as vvell. Pohnny Cash 
and Buck Ovvens vvere used on 
the last release ... 


Scott: Verry Lee and "Folsom 
Prison" has alvvays been a staple. 
Hank VVilliams Sr. "Long Gone 
Daddy" vve vvere doing almost 
from the beginning. Snare and 
the Idiots vvas even covered on 
the last thing. 


Blaine: This fabulous raucous 
band from Cincinnati. VVe"ve 
vvanted to cover their stufi for so 
long 


Brut: VVho makes the decision 
on vvhat songs to use for each 
release? Is it a democratic 
process? 


Scott: God, vve go into the studio 
and vve barely have enough 
material most times for a single 
release. VVe came up vvith a 
couple of things right in the 
studio to fill out the last one. If 
any other member comes up vvith 
a song, though, vveTre all glad to 
give it a listen. To consider it. 


Brut: Hovv have you managed to 
stay together for ten years vvithout 
making enough money to make it 
a full time career? İt must get 
very frustrating at times. 


Blaine: VVe"ve been pulling for 
each other from the beginning. 
That s vvhat helps it vvork. It 
vvasıt like vve vvere fumping on 
the bandvvagon of a mövement or 
anything. VVhen vve first moved 
to Lexington, vve vveren"t even 
musicians realiy. VVe vvere 
friends vvho loved the music and 
it grevv from there. 


Scott: Although this tour has 
been kind of frustrating. VVe"ve 
played shovvs during the vveek 
and nobody came. İn 
Greensboro, North Carolina tvvo 
girls shovved up and that vvas it. 

H they hadnt seen us at the 
Sleazefest in Chapel Hill a couple 
of days before vve vvould have 
been alone. Plus vveTe getting no 
promotion so many times the 
people vvho might be curious 
about us don"t even knovv vve"ve 
pulled in. 


X 


Blaine: Europe though is a 
different story. VVe play before 
fairiy big crovvds. And a lot of 
fans ask for our autograph. Ifs 
nice. Nice to be appreciated. 
Although being signed to Crypt 
vvas really a fine vvay of being 
told you"ve got it. Most of our 
favorite bands are on Crypt and 
vveTe glad to be part of the label. 


Brut: Did Estrus ever make a 
bid for the band? 


Blaine: No and thafs fine. Ifsa 
decent organization but vvhen 1 


think Estrus, 1 think $uP/ (ile. 
Or predictabiliy. So vvho vvants 
to be a part of that? 


Scott: Ifs overkill. Link VVray 
and Charlie Feathers made great 
records but is it necessary to do 
them to death in garage style? 


Brut: So do you have problems 
trying to live up or live dovvn 
your redneck images? 


Scott: Ah no, because really at 


most, vve"re 
suburban 


rednecks. And me 


İyrics shovv that vveTe not vveli, 
Antiseen. 1 mean Tve been to 
tractor pulls and vvatched a fevv 
vvrestling matches in my life but 
really vve"re talking suburban 
here. 


Blaine: VVhen vve vvere younger 
vve had a love-hate relationship 
vvith rednecks and redneck 


culture ... 
Scott: VVhatever that is... 


Blaine: .. . its like anything else 
. . -vve make fun of the extreme 
rednecks but thaf"s the extreme. 
But no one considers themselves 
a redneck. You can go up to your 
caricature hillbilly and they yust 
vvouldn"t put themselves in that 
category. Most of the people in 


the deep rural south vve"ve found 
to be vvonderful people. 


Brut: One thing that does 
distress me about the İyrics is the 
absence of vvrestling references. 


Blaine: Ah, its gotten so out of 
hand. İfs kid stuff today. 
Blatantİy commercial. 


Scott: Terry Lavvler and 
Memphis vrestling in its heyday 
Vvas a gas... 


Blaine: VVerTe kind of purists 
vvhen it comes to the squared 


circle . .. chicken vvire matches 
in front of three hundred people 
in a small smokey rooms. 


Scott: There vvas a reference on 
the first album. 


Blaine: And vhat is it vvith the 
mentaliy challenged alvvays 
getting the good seats at the 
mafches? Do these people knovv 
somebody. 


Brut: İt is amazing. Tve often 
thought of taping my eyes back 
before getting in line to purchase 
tickets to a shovv. 


Blaine: Tve never understood it. 
Back home they fust vvheel a lot 
of them right up front. Is a 
mystery. The mentaliy 
challenged"s enthusiasm and pull 
that is. 


Brut: 1 think ifis because they 
think ifs real. Although Tve met 
scores of normal peopie at 
matches vvho think the same vvay. 
And hovr you could consider 
anyone vvho believes vrestling 
isn"t faked as normal is beyond 
me. 


Scott: VVhat"s even more 
amazing to me is hovv these 
vvrestlers get avvay vvithout being 


killed. "las fhere ever 
been a vrresller rho 
vas killed iq an 
angıq (an7 


Blaine: 1 don"t think so butI 
miss the small packed houses of 
tvvo to three hundred people. AlI 
engrossed vvith big guys 
pretending to beat the hell out of 
one another. And because vvere 
talking small circuit here you"d 
invariably get to see incredible 
gaffes. One night, 1 recall tvvo 
combatants doing the bit vvhere 
the bad guy reaches into his tights 
to get the dreaded foreign obiect. 
VVith the referees back turned of 
course. VVell, somehovv the 
illegal stick or vyhatever it vvas 


43 


got knocked into the air and 
landed at the edge of the ring. 
Novv vvho"s sitting in the front 


rovv but this oli lady İll ü 
valker. She starts reaching 


into the ring to get vvhatever it 
vvas to shovv to the referee. The 
crovvd is hovvling and everyone 
inside the squared circle vvas in a 
panic because it vvas obviousiy 
too early in the match for a 
disqualification. But the ref 
obviousİy couldn"t retrieve it, the 
vvrestlers vvere hooked up so they 
couldn"t reach it and so there vvas 
this septuagenarian reaching, 
reaching... 


Brut: Let me guess, the ref 
ended up accidentally kicking the 
foreign obfect out of the ring... 
VVhat 1 continue to find amazing 
in this day and age is the fact that 
so many fans believe this vvork is 
real. At a VVrestlemania shovv in 
Imdianapolis a fevv years ago, 1 
vvas sitting in the most expensive 
seafs in the house having 
purchased them in the mistaken 
belief that those vvho could afford 
to pay five hundred dollars to 


vvatch Hulk Hogan, Ric 


Flair, et al, vvere incapable of 
even beginning to entertain the 
notion that any part of it vvas not 
scripted. Boy, vvas lin for a 
surprise. 1 almost got in a fight 
vvith several fans for laughing and 
pointing out the dreadful acting 
by the lunkheaded Hogan during 
a sequence in vvhich he vvas 
supposediy being mercilessiy 
pummeled. Suddeniy 1 found 
myself being inundated vvith 
abuse. Fans coming at me from 
all sides. "VVhat you saying, boy. 
You think that"s fake. VVhy don"t 
I ust pop you one and vvefl fes 
see vvhether you bleed." Tesus, 
you vvould have thought Td fust 
spit on their grandmother"s 
graves. 


Scott: Good thing it vvası"t any 
of the vvrestlers. Most of those - 
guys are incredible athletes and 
can put you in a vvorİd of pain. 
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Blaine: But the holds are fake. 


Brut: No, theyre not. Ask 
Richard Belzer or that neo- 
conservative creep from 20/20 
vvho got clocked by Dr. Death. 1 
personalily have had the figure- 
four leg lock slapped on by The 
Pope of Ohio and can testify it 
hurt like hell. 


Scott: Yourre a vveird guy Dom. 


TAt this yuncture 1 had to leave 
for a moment so local curiosity 
and demi-legend, Brian 
Horrovvitz of Date Bait and 
Ubangis fame took over for me) 


Brut: 5O amy 
Of you 


guys 
remember” 
your first 
orgasım“” 


Scott: You mean today? 


Brut: No ever. VVere you 
thinking of a celebrity? 1 
remember for me, it vvas Linda 
Carter. 


Scott: 1 had a big crush on her 
too. My next door neighbor"s 
mom İooked like her and I 
fantasized about her a lot. 


Brut: If Linda, vvho İives in 
Potomac, Maryland, shovvs up 
tonite and onİy one of you guys 
get to fuck her vvho vvould it be? 
VVould you fight each other for 
the privilege of fuokling 
VVonder VVoman? 


Blaine: Nah. She ain"t vvorth 
breaking up a friendship or band 
over, 


Scott: Boy though she looked 
good vvith her things hanging out 
in Billie Voe dt The Outlav, so 
couldn" say for sure vve vvouldnu"t 


fight. 


Brut: VVould you go through 
Lyle VVaggoner to get to her? 


Blaine: Sure. VVhy not? 


Brut: Alright, let"s ask a serious 
question. Novif you had to 
İnek lmy tarfer 0 get fo 
İynda tarfer yoni yon do if? 


Biaine: Amy? Yeah, I have no 
problem vvith Amy. 


Brut: Suppose Timmy Carter got 
to vvatch and masturbate vvhile 
you screvved Lynda? 


Blaine 4: Scott: No problem. 
Not a problem. 


TAt this point 1 retum and Brian 

goes to set up vvith The Ubangis 
vvho are opening for Hammer on 
this night.1 


Scott: Dom vee though you vvere 
vveird but Brian hes a vvhole 
nother kind of vveird. 


Brut: Rolling Rock drinkers, 
next time TT knovv vvhat to bring. 


Blaine: Ifs probabİy a good idea 
that you didn"t. VVe 


smoke pot 


mostİy anyvvay. 


Brut: Docs it help or hinder in 
performing and vriting? 


Blaine: Helps put me in another 
head. If Tm stoned all the time 
and then 1 stay straight for a fevv 
days, that helps too. If you do it 
all the time after avvhile its like 
having a cup of fucking coffee. If 
you do it a lot your tolerance goes 
vvay up and the effect is 
negligible. Kind of like beer 
actually. The first time 1 got 
drunk on beer 1 vvas practically 
hallucinating. Novv the most that 
ever happens is 1 may slur a fevv 
vvords. 


Brut: So tell me about Tim, the 
guiding light of Crypt, your 


record company. He impresses 
me vvith his energy and adeptiy 
balanced manic vvriting style. He 
also impresses me in appearing 
not to require sleep. 


Blaine: Fxactly. Four or five 
hours a nite tops and alvvays on 
the move. Let me give you a 
snapshot of Tim: İIts four am and 
vveTe hanging out in his place 
vvatching movies. Suddeniy he"s 
in the room. Shades on. He"s 
never vvithout his prescription 
sunglasses. Real dark glasses. 
Tvventy-four hours a day. He"s 
brushing his teeth, looking 
around and says, "VVhat are you 
guys doing up?" Then turns, 
İooks at the clock on the vvali, and 
laughs, "Hell, vhat am 1 doing 
up?" and trundles off to bed. 
VVild. This is a man vvho almost 
got throvvn out of a club for 
hurling a bottle at The Nevv 
Bomb Turks. The Turks, 
bestselling band on his label. Not 
that he vvas mad or anything. He 


vvas Tust having a good time. 
That"s Tim, man. Hers 


insane. Hes got phone 
numbers all over his arm and 
hands so not to lose those 
important contacts. 


Brut: Hovv did you get signed 
by him? 


Blaine: VVe asked. People vvant 
to get signed by Crypt so they go 
İooking for the label. Ifs usta 
damn good company to be vvith. 
VVe consider it an honor to be on 
the label. 


“Brut: So vhat else shall vve talk 
about? 


Blaine: Fuck it. Turn off the 
tape and İlets get to knovv one 
another. You seem more 
interesting than the average rock 
oumalist. Novv vhat did you 
think of Caainsay, 3? Be honest . 
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Nico, The Ead - İames Young 
(1992) Overlook Press 

"The Velvet Years : VVarholls 
Factory 1968-67 -. Tillman öz 
Shore (1998) Thunder"s Mouth 


VVith the recent critical success of the 
documentary film centering on the above- 
mentioned, thought it might be a good time 
to hip you to this bio. 


Another postcard from over the edge and 
dovm on the floor. 


Remember Nico? No? Vyell, thatş ok. She 
v.as foisted upon the Velvet Underground 
back in the ö0/s by Andy VVarhol. They 
needed a chanteuse. Or so the great 
Butthola thought. Lou Reed had other ideas 
but had to syəallov) hard and accept Andyis 
little gift to the band in order to descend his 


ovvn stairvvay to Confusion VVorse 
Confounded. 


So, vyhat does that have to do vəith anything? 
Good  question. 


dust attempting to place Nico in her proper 
context: an icy demliurge given fifteen 
minutes of fame vith the Nev” York artsy- 
fartsy, fack-off crovvd i.e. the Factory. 


She could sorta sing, too. 
Had a real veeird deep voice. 


Cut a couple of her ovm discs after the Velvet 
Misanthropes scattered. So so kinda shit but 
intriguing in ils ov”n morbid sort of vvay. 
Especially the debut, Chelsea Girls vvith all 
those great maudlin folkie songs from the 
likes of Reed, Cale and yes, her boyfriend at 
the time (so the story goes) Vackson Brovme. 


So thats vəho Nico vvas, 1 say "vas" on 
account of her being quite dead at the 
present time. Been that vvay since the late 
805 in fact. 


dames Young (vvho 1 vəould güess to be still 
among the living right this minute) blundered 
into a position of playing keyboards in the 
groups Nico lurched around Europe and 
elsevvhere vvith before turning up stiff as a 
carp (Nico not Young) for no good reason. 
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dannu Hellman 


Lu Sirri Mvoag, ÇTMt Vkkvel Yeatx) 


İkicə 


Tums out 2immy kept his eyes open. The vvhole time. 

VVhich is a lot more than Nico or most of the rest of her entourage vere doing. 

Nico vvas a funkie. 

Big time smack freak. 

And so, vyith little advance veaming, brother Young"s slim volume metamorphoses from fust- 
another-ho-hum-marginal-rock-star bio into an amazingly cutting and perceptive account of the 
putrescent life of a heroin addict. 

And its crackerfack stuffi Really good. 

Games may have fallen by mistake into perhaps the best of all possible venues for examining the 
v.ays of funkiedom - the rock demimonde - but he has recompensed Dame Fortune by beautifully 
recreating Hell. 

And Hell is vvhat it is. There"s no other vrord for it really. 

This little gem of a book is also quite funny. Vames has a gifl for recreating hilarious dialogue 
yehich concomitantly evokes images of death and decay. VVeird, huh? But he pulls it off all the 
same. 

That this self-destructive, semi-talented singer-songvriter vvas also a supernally alluring vvoman 


viho, seemingly, could have had anything she vranted lends vveight and substance to this semi-comic 
tale. 


Apparentiy all she vvanted vas funk. 
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N/co dc Vehets cont. 


Hervess the deal boys and girls: Don) be so 
damn quick vyith your vvishes for fame and 
fortune. You fust might get it. Better you 
stay home and do the dishes maybe. İtis 
safer. 


THE VELVET YEARS is a chronicle of 
soris of a tvvo year period in the VVarhol 
Factory and kinduva great vvay to both see 
and feel the place vvhere Nico vəas coming 
rom. Artistically and emotionally. This vvas 
a time vehen everything and nothing vras 
happening. Or is that nothing as something? 
Or nothing from nothing İcaving nothing? 
VVell, I guess that 1 fust don"t knov. And it 
doesn"t matter really "cause as the late great 
Sterling Morrison says somevvhere inside: 
"This book is possible, not because the 
people are interesting, but because the 
photographs are." 


Vvell, the photographs are stunning: Lucid, 
luminous, othervorldiy studies in black, 
v”hite and gray. But the reminiscences and 
disconnected quotes of the famous, not-so- 
famous, and fashion casualties vvhich serve 
as accompanying text ain"t bad either. Lou 
Reed refused to participate for some reason 
(hes a prick?), but all of the rest of VU did 
and, as vee all knov,, Cale, Morrison and 
Tucker rarely bore. Paul Morrissey lets us 
knov” vəhat vee suspected all along: " 
nobody has the vaguest idea of vəhat v,as 
going on back then." VvVriter and critic 


Donald Lyons confirms it: "Andy art really 
- Pames 


never made any sense to me..." 
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"The Psalms of Herod - Esther M. 
Friesner (1995) VVhiee YVolf 


V/hat vould the vorld be like if the only 
organized force to survive Armageddon vvas 
a strict Christian Fundamentalist sect all too 
similar to the "religious" right? Esther 
Friesner has seen it, and it"s not pretty. 
The siark, reacilonary vorid of Tüe Psalıns 
of Herod is /he apocalypiic result of Old 
Testament revisionism gone amok. 
//hatever technology the vvorid once enyoyed 
vəas İost in the Falİ İong ago, vəhen (as the 
Holy Book says) Man vvas cast out of God"s 
good graces because he vvas led astray by 
Satan veorking through vvoman, vəho"d 
become far too headstrong and proud. Nov, 
most folk live on steads, vəidely spaced rural 
communities getting by at or near 
subsistence levels. Regional granges 
disperse information and the occasional nevv 
bit of agricultural lore. Beyond lies the city, 
vihere men. and their vvives. live in 
unimaginable luxury. 


Steads are ruled by male "alphs, and all 
adult vvomen in the stead are regarded as the 
alph"s vives, in accordance vvith holy vvrit. 
As punishment for their excessive pride, God 
has changed vvomen"s bodies so that they are 
physically unable to have intercourse more 
than once or bvyice a year, vyhen the muscles 
that have closed off the vagina relax to allov, 
menstruation. VVhen called to satisfy the 
aiphs" or another man on ıne stead, an "out 
of season" vvoman must do so vvith dılıgent 
application of hands and mouth. Daughters 
begin training for this important task early in 
life, practicing vyith vooden phalluses. Such 
skills are taken very seriousİy, for vvomen 
vəho fail to perform adequately can face 
severe punishment, up to, and including, 
death. Death is likevvise a fitting punishment 
for those vəho commit the sick sin of loving 
one of their ovnn gender. And vve vvon”t even 
get into the /evss. 


As a vvell-schooled young vvoman, Becca of 
Viservrays knovvs exactly v”hat her place 
should be: subservient and eager to please. 
Unlike the other v”omen around her, 
hovvever, she is driven to question the rough, 
often brutal vvay her people live. "You knov, 
so much," one of the stead vyves tells her in 
consternation, "V”hy can"t you knov? there”s 
no changing things?" 


Becca doesn"t set out to become a 


revolutionary. She vvants to be good, to do 
the "right" thing - but her search for ansvers 
that make sense leads her farther and farther 


from holiness. Her mistake is not in her ovvn 


moral iudgment, but in expecting faimess 


from a system implicitly unfair. 


Friesner"s vvriting is povverful, as sure and 
strong as her narrator”s voice. "A promise: 
That vvas all she vvas ...." Becca came to 
realize. "A promise that spoke deepina 
man, chafed his blood and urged him to be 
stronger, braver, more cunning than his 
brothers so that his seed and not theirs 
yvould root in every vooman he could claim. 
And... the children vəho came after must 
surpass their sires. That vas the holy lav, 
immutable, that shaped the vvorld. Stone on 
stone, lifetime on lifetime, each step upvvards 
in tum like the progress of a maiden s dance, 
until the generations lifted themselves clear 
of the devil and came back at last to 
Paradise." 


Friesner uses Becca"s fterce search for 

“İustice as a touchstone to dravv ou the 

qualities of this sterile, angry vrorld. This 
books is not a treatise on male-bashing. 
Friesner is aiming at something much deeper 
and more difficult: an examination of fust hovv 
much people vill surrender in exchange for 
security, and the manner in v”hich religious 
doctrine is substituted for morality. The 
greatest villain here is thus, not gender, but 
the grim and inhuman theological tradition 
vəhich divides the sexes, drains the spirit, and 
undermines the individual pursuit of knovledge 
and viisdom. - c, brusso 
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The Best Nevv Horror - ed Stephen 
Tones (1998) Carroll 6c Graf 

"The Yearis Best Fantasy and Horror 
eds Ellen Datlovr 6z Terri VVindling 
(1996) Se. Marüins Griffin 
Borderlands 4 - eds Elizabeth 6c Th. 
Monteleone (1998) VVhiee VVolf 


Ve normally don"t ask much of the horror 
story, at least the contemporary horror 
story, most of the time vere grateful if the 
tale vve"re reading alloyvs us to keep turning 
the page. Profundity of themes, multifaceted 
characters, complex symbolism, these vve 
leave for serious fiction. VVith ghosis and 
goblins and things that go bump in the night 
vere vəlling to settle for a veorkmanlike 
narrative. And if a hackle or tvvo is raised, 
so much the better. 


Best Nevv Horror, //e sixth edition of this 
critically vvell-received series has more 
laudable goals aspiring as it does to 
disturb and have "us questioning 
ourselves and the vvorld vve live in." 

That it fails to do so is surprising given the 
big names - Bloch, VVagner, Ellison - Mr. 
gones has chosen to aid him in his 
estimable endeavor. İn fact, most of the 
vorks in this collection are rather dull and 
a number of them, thanks to their 
horrifyingly overvvrought prose style, are 
virtually unreadable. 


Take the vaunted Mr. Bloch"s contribution. 
He takes great pains to develop this 
fascinating İndonesian vampire called a 
penangallan then ties it to a nondescript 
story and saddles that vith an utterly 
predictable ending. The much celebrated 
Harlan Ellison fares little better. His effort, 
"Sensible City" vəhich, he tells us, vas vvritten 
on acruise, is merely a rehashing of.ohn 
Carpenter"s "The Fog. /V/Rich had little going 
for it in the first place. The bequest of the 
"Master," Karl Edvvard VVagner, is also 
shockingly bad. More the veork of a flaneur 
than of a serious crafisman. Lesbianism, 
drug addiction, bat-like monsters from the id 
and self-consciously hip dialogue vvhich 
veouldn"t pass muster in a freshman vvrriting 
class. And vəhy is the unyustiy lauded Kim 
Nevvman given sixty pages for a tedious 
farrago of sci-fi, Mexican historical romance 
and gruenoir? Ah yes, of course: hes the 
assistant editor. 


Lavvrence VVatt-Evans" "Dead Babies" is an 
amusing bit of EC-Comics siyled fluffi Tan 
MacLeod"s "The Dead Orchards" is a sick, 
poetic take on the fustian style of Lovecraft 
and Clark Ashton Smih. Elizabeth Massie"s 
"Mosby Paulson" takes us into the mind of 
a dysfunctional adolescent and doesn"t 
allov” us to leave until she"s finished vvith 
both Mosby and us. 


And vhat of the stories that are supposed 
to have the reader questioning himself 
and the vorld he lives in? VVell, Brian 
Hodge vill have you asking if beauty 

is truly universal vəhether the sex of the 
lover matters. As vvell as v”hether 

morality is something that need concern 

the poet, the vvordsmith hearing "the need 
in a bird that sings for a mate ... the bland 
evil monotony in the machines of a factory." 
"To Receive İs Better," the most unfor- 
gettable of this forgettable lot, is a surreal 
meditation of vvhat it means to be human. 
And inhuman. İs it something missing 

that makes one or the other? Or 
something villfully subverted? 


That"s seven - a generous vouchsafing - 
out of bventy-tyvo selections. Less than a 
.333 batting average. Great for a ball- 
player but pretty damn poor for an 
editor vvith his pick of the small and 
not-so-small presses. 


Ellen Datlovv, the long-time fiction editor 
of Omni rragazine, fares vvorse than Mr. 
gones but apparentiy she believes she can 
make up for it vith sheer volume. Her 
eighth shot at The Year"s Best Fantasy 
and Horror 2as over fifiy entries yet only 
a handful are vvorth talking about. Unlike 
Stephen Vones, Ms. Datlov” has been 
alloveed to İcave no stone unturned in her 
search for the years sterling efforts, but 
anyone vvho is able to slog his vvay through 
this tedious compendium vəill be forced 

to conclude that either Ms. Datlov, has 
questionable taste or that the horror and 
fantasy fteld is in a terrible state. 


Still, one could have predicted the volume 
veould be rather uninvolving especially 
vəfth so many mafor talents having failed 


to make the final cut: VVhere is Ramsey 
Campbell, Clive Barker, Philip Nutman, 
Dennis Etchison and Voe Lonsdale to name 
ust a fev? VVhy they"ve been passed over 
for such luminaries as Pagan Kenedy and 
Gregory Feeley. VVhich vvould matter not 

a vit if their labors produced something of 
value. 


They did not. Like most of the tales in this 
anthology, Ms. Kenedy and Mr. Feeley"s 
are tedious, silly and uneventful. 


Hovv can this be? VVell Ms. Datlov is a post- 
modernist. She"s not interested in narrative. 
Unless someone like Voyce Carol Oates is 
playing around vvith it. Or an lan McDonald 
is making a mosh of Psycho fest for fun. 


No, vve don"t vvant interesting "stories." 
That/s recherce. VVe vvant mood, feminiism, 
İTactured fables, revisionist fairy tales. But 
above all, style. Never mind that most of the 
contributors have nothing to say. They have 
siyle. 


Or at least the vvriters think they do. Of 
course, you and 1 knov: that a true original 
style is never achieved for its ovmn sake. 
Effectiveness of assertion is the alpha and 
omega of siyle. A veriter vvho has nothing to 
assert has no style and cannot be said to 
have one. 


There are exceptions here. Stephen King 
gives us a vvonderful little piece about a 
young boy running into the devil vəhile 
fishing. İts a disarmingiy simple gem, 
beautifully told, masterfully paced: it charms 
even vvhen it frightens. Vack Ketchum"s "The 
Box" is an unforgettable bit of existential 
horror concerning a man vehose family 
looses interest in living after his young son s 
encounter vvith a stranger on a bus. Kafka 
move over. Steve Rasnic Tem graces us vəith 
one of his disquteting dreamscapes. "Giants 
İn The Earth" asks the reader the unsettling 
question of vvhether proof of God”s existence 
veould make any difference and asks it in 
moving poetic fashion. The best bit of 
"fantasy" can be found in Nicholas Royle”s 
"The Big Game" a marvelousiy faded piece 
set in a futuristic England vvhere violence is 
the order of the day, people play tennis on 
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HORROR cont. 


top of fenceless skyscrapers and fetliners are 
shot dovm for sport. 


There are a fev,, very fevv, other interesting 
contributions but theyTe not so good theyll 
have you running to the bookstore looking 
for other vvorks by the respective authors. An 
exhaustive overviev” of developments in the 
field is provided by vvay of introduction but it 
given the questionable taste on display here 
the reader is advised to take the 
recommendations therein (The Mask as 
picture of the year, Tim Lucas""Throat 
Sprockets as 5reakthrough novel) vith a 
healihy dose of salt. 


Readers veho disdain traditional horror for 
the vorld of the truly bizarre hovever, vvill 
find much to enfoy in the very strange, the 
very surreal, and the very frightening fourth 
entry in the Borderlands arırhology series. 
"No ghosts," promises the blurb on the back 
cover, "No maniacal slashers. Nothing that 
goes bump in the night." They"re not 
kidding. İn the literary veorld of the 
Borderlands there is only room for 
psychological horror, the more tvvisted and 
nightmarish, the better. 


The tvventy stories here range from a 
relatively safe Tviilight Zone-ish vein to the 
vvildiy surreal. There"s also a pleasant 
undertone of sick humor to spice things up. 
in "Misadventures in the Skin Trade," by 


Don D"Ammassa for exampie, a man plots to 


recover his ovvn skin from the thief he”s sure 
has stolen it. leaving an inferior one in its 
place. "One in the A.M." by Rachel 
Drummond is a delighifully skevved piece 
about the monsters that might be hiding in 
our homes. Dirk Strasser"s "VVatching the 


Soldiers" is a haunting tale about the unseen 


horrors of var, vəhile Peter Straub dravyvs us 
inside the mind of a young boy trapped in a 


veorld full of human monsters in "Fee." And 
youll never think of Christmas the same vvay 


again once you ve read Vyilliam Ellis" nasty 
little "The Long Holiday." 


There are fev” vveak efforts in this collection. 
Both Gerard Daniel Houarner s "Painted 
Faces" and "Dead Leaves," by Vames C. 
Dobös, are heavy-handed and overlong, 
factors vəhich combine to make them too 
predictable to be really interesting. 
"Monotone" by Lavvrence Greenberg uses a 
choppy stream-of"consciousness point of 
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İmmoral Tales: European Sex And 
Horror Movies 1986-1984 - Cathal 
"Tohill 6z Pete Tombə (1998) Se. 
Martinis Press 


A fete for a bygone era. A time vəhen trashy 
European directors had a fev, too many 
drinks, forgot they vvere talentless hacks, 
threv” caution to the vind, and made the films 
they dreamed of making. Nasiy films. Films 
yəith naked vvomen. Doing unspeakable 
things. And having unspeakable things done 
to them. Made by men veith names unknov”n 
to us. Strange names. Savage names. /ess 
Franco, Gean Rollin, /ose Larraz, /ose 
Benazeraf, VValeran Borovvezyk and Alain 
Robbe-Grillet. Yes, the later is the celebrated 
vəriter. But allov” me to beg your pardon and 
ask: Have you seen the cinematic vvork? 

The novels vve knov” you have tried to read. 
And put dovm. The bland, the uneventful is 
difficult to embrace. No? Even in a French 
veork of fiction. 


5L000Y £Pk 


R 


viev” vəhich gets a little out of control and 
undermines the effect of his story about a 
vəeoman going insane. And, as is typical for 
an anthology of this type, even the stronger 
veorks are more effective if read only a fev at 
a time, they lose their potency vvhen taken in 
large measures. 


Borderlands 4 is not for everyone. Fans of 
the splatterpunk school of horror vvon"t find 
much to titillate them. For readers looking 
for catharsis in tales of tvisted minds, 
hovvever, this compilation makes perfect 
bedtime reading. - Salemi $x Brusso 


Forgive me, 1 digress. VVhere v,as 1? Ah, 
yes. İt vvas the best of times. İt vvas the vvorst 
of times. İt vəas the sixties. İt vvas the 
seventies. İt vvas Europe. And it vvas 
novvhere. There in the "no" there, the men 
vyith uncanny monikers pushed the envelope 
and unleashed their tvisted libidos on an 
unsuspecting public. Educated, fastidious, 
solgne males schooled in the fantastique 
(erotic, erratic et ennoying), surrealism, fin- 
de-siecle decadence and nascent Tveentieth 
Century popular culture. VVho, because they 
vyere vəorking on a shoestring, didn”t give a 
farthing about the public or their chances of 
commercial success. VVell, maybe a bit. But 
not too much. 


Yes, they got veird overseas vvith their horror 
and soficore sex during this period.. Mixing 
eros and thanatos in a bizarre vay. And 
according to Tohill and Tombs, moviegoers 
ate it up. Hard to believe there vas an 
audience for Mill of the Stone VVomen ard 
Prostitutes in Prison 5/ apparently there 
v.as. But Tm ready to believe anyone vəho 
chooses to describe the maker of LeViol du 
Vampire //Ze so: 


" VVatching a Rollin movic is like visiting 

a Gothic abbey or v,andering 

round an ancient but veell kept 

cemetery, after a vphile it begins to affect 
you suggesting all sorts of moods and 
emotions. .... They look back to a romantic, 
doom laden past, filled vyüth displaced 
vampires and uncanny beauty." 


(Uf bifrerno deli pasio 


"TALES cont. 


Or has this to say about Zess Franco, a 
director of over one hundred films, none of 
vhich he is proud of: 


"There"s only one thing more important than 
the sexual undertov” in a Franco film, and 
ihat thing is fazz. Franco"s films move to a 

azz beat. They ebb and flov) to some crazy 
musical rhythm that only he seems to 
understand." 


Forget about the fact that beat and rhythm 
are bvo different things and "iazz beat" itself 
is a meaningless phrase, vehat a vvonderful 
v”ay to discourse inchoately about a 
“filmmaker vehose films - for the most part - 
are devoid of meaning. And value. 


The vveirdness lasted until the mid seventies, 
the emergence and subsequent embrace of 
hardcore sex making the efforts of Franco et 
al. appear passe. The horror directors, 
hovvever, refusing to throv” in the tovvel, 
began to dump oodles and oodles of softcore 
sex into their genre exercises so as to 
compete vyith the clinicaliy simian longeurs 
of travesties like The Devil In Miss Tones 
and Deep Throat. Ar vəhen that strategy 
proved only partly successful, these 
audacious auteurs dispensed vvith vampires 
and monsters altogether and moved into 
sexploitation and pornography. 
Sexploitation and porno vith oodles of 
horror and kinkiness that is. 


This genre bending, is, the authors believe, 
the main reason the subiect hasn"t been 
covered properly. Tohill and Tombs 
corvective is to tackle both the sex and the 
horror films of the period through a detailed 
study of the vvork of six directors and in the 
process somehovv make sense of the "vhole 
thing." The problem vəith Immoral Tales 
hovvever is that vve"re never sure vhat the 
"yəhole thing" is. Yes, of course the subfect is 
sex and horror and hovv each genre mutated 
and influenced the other but because the 
author"s take a haphazard, non-linear 
approach vve"e never quite able to see hovv 
or even vəhether this vvas so. "Yales begins 
promisingiİy enough as a straight narrative, 
outlining and delineating the many 
influences brought to bear on (he modern 


Doinz Rude Things: The History 
of (he Briish Sex Film 1957-1981 
- David MeGillivray (1992) Sun 
"Tavern Fields 


A strange, usually comedic animal, almost 
entirely unknovm to American audiences, the 
British sex film has been largely ignored 
even in its ovm country, and any cineaste 
attempting to research the evolution of this 
parochial genre is limited to revlevss in the 
British Film Institute"s Monthiy Film 
Bulletin or odu copies of Films £ Filming. 
Fortunately, sometime screenvvriter (House 
of VVhipcord) and movie fournalist David 


PAMELA GREEN 


European horror film then, confusingly 
splatters into a scattershot look at the 
/flovvering of exploitation (or is that the 
fantastique or is that softcore or... .) in 
England, Spain, Germany, İtaly and France. 
A long coda follovs. The heart of the matter. 
An examination of the mafor players. 
İnteresting, fascinating, still, in the end vere 
left frantically scrambling through this 
excursis desperately attempting to piece 
everything together. 


Taken as a İoosely organized collection of 
essays taking as their subiect the Furopean 
exploitation - not sex, not horror - film, 
İmmoral Tales is quite a diverting read. Try 
to make sense of it all, to soak it up in one 
sitting, and you İl vyind up confused. And 
annoyed. For such a trashy subiect, though, 
this vəill do fust fine for nov”. Stack it next to 
your Psyechotronic Encyelopedia and 
Ineredibiy Strange Films Vol. I and dip 
into it v”hen the spirit moves you. 


MeGillivray has decided to finaliy put the 
record straight and Doing Rude Things is 
the end result. İf this delighiful, often viitty 
book has one failing though, it is that it is a 
rather slim volume and ultimately leaves the 
yeader vranting to knov) more. 


The British sex film itself is, in part, to blame 
for this since it amounted to little more than 
a cottage industy catering to an initially 
small demographic, although ironically, by 
the genres peak in the mid "70, British skin 
flicks could be found playing in mainstream 
cinemas in every city. Hovvever, much 
documentation has disappeared, and many 
of the personalities involved are nov dead. 
The fact these skin flicks became such a 
presence on the UK film scene is quite 
amazing but understandable, since hard 
core pornography is illegal in Great Britain, 
home grovm softcore is the only game in 
tov. 


Like the rest of the VVestem vvorİd, the British 
nudie flick first emerged in the late "50s vəith 
Nudist Paradise (7957. Prror to this, all 
blue movies screened at private parties veere 
smuggled into the country. Although 
production by local amateurs existed, it 
v.asn t until the svvinging sixties that a 
handful of professionals appeared and the 
British sex film developed its ov identify, 
one vəhich, vithin the limits of ihe Obscene 
Publications Act of 1959, vas designed to 
tease and titillate. V"hen compared to the 
bayvdy oeuvre of Russ Meyer, the British skin 
/lick seems a tame beast, and, often saddled 
vvith prurient, sub-Benny hill humor, very 
fev, of these films found a market outside 
their country of origin. Despite the outcries 
of the moral vvatchdogs vəho proclaimed 
these parades of boobs and bums as the 
decline of civilization, these celluloid skin 


fests drove the adulit British populace to 
distraction and the box office successes of 
such embarrassing fare as Confessions of a 
VVindovv Cleaner (7974) and its sequels kept 
vəhat vvas left of the struggling British film 
industry alive for over a decade. 


VVhile McGillivray points out that the 
sub/ects of this book, even by bad movie 
standards, vvere so inept, so avvful, they fail 
to achieve even the bargain basement appeal 
of Plan Nine From Outer Space or o/her 
golden turkeys, it is (he social phenomena of 
the films themselves and the environment 
from vphich they sprang vəhich makes the 
genre vorthy of documentation. 
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RUDE cont. 
The seeds vvere sovm in the years 
immediately folloving the Second VVorld 
VVar, vəhen large numbers of young British 
males vəho had seen more explicit and daring 
movies during their National Service 
commissions overseas hungered for more 
than the average domestic crime drama 
shovving at the local Odeon. Exhibitors, 
avvare of this appetite, applied pressure to 
the restrictive British Board of Film Censors 
vəho introduced the "X" rating (no one under 
18 admitted) in 1951. VVithin months, every 
mafor city in Britain vvas screening "X" rated 
movies from the continent, films like 
Forbidden VVomen arıd The Fruits of 
Summer, movies vvhich previousiy vvould 
have been heavily censored to the point of 
absurdity or banned outright. The success of 
these pictures led inevitabiy to the importing 
of naturist films like The Garden of Eden 
(US, 1954). This particular movie stirred the 
imagination of the horny, repressed British 
male, and encouraged an independent 
producer, Nat Miller to make Nudist 
Paradise, /he first home grovm nudist flick, 
an insipid vvaste of celluloid v”hich 
nevertheless grossed the then record- 
breaking sum of 19,000 pounds. Miller, 
didn"t make any more nudist pictures, other 
producers fumped on the bandvvagon, like 
American expatriates the Danziger Brothers, 
vəho rushed out Yhe Nudist Story (7959). 
Miller, hovvever, made other kinds of 
sexploitation flicks, sometimes dealing vvith 
taboo subiecis like venereal disease and 
schoolgirl sex (Yhat Kind of Girl (7962 
and Yhe Yellovv Teddy Bears (7963), 
respectively). 


By the early "60s, hovvever, the British sex 
film began to evolve into the British sex 
farce, a trend started by the aviful Mary 
Had a Little (7961), and exemplifted by the 
long-running series of Carry On films, 
vəhich, oddly vvere rated as family features 
ÇA" rated, children under 16 must be 
accompanied by an aduli) and rank as some 
of the fev Brit sex lampoons to surface on 
these shores. Perhaps this turn, vvhich 
MeGillivray maintains vas for the vvorse, 
v.as inevitable as some of the key players in 
the English softcore industry had 
backgrounds in vaudeville, and directors like 
Harrison Marks and Pete VValker (best 
knovən for his horror movies "The Flesh 6, 
Blood Shovv (7972), Frightmare ard House 
of VVhipcord (?or/ 7974)) each began as 
stand-up comedians. 
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İn addition to Marks and VValker, both of 
vəhom vere key figures in the fteld, another 
filmmaker vpho influenced the evolution of 
the genre vvas former photographer and 
cameraman-turned-producer/director 
Stanley Long. Starting out as a vveddings 
and catalog merchandising lensman, Long 
yvas introduced to the sex business by a 15- 
year old school girl, Hilary Donaldson, vəho 
v.as the youngest fane ever to be hired by the 
risque VVindmill Theatre, a Soho 
establishment vəhere shovvgirls posed in the 
nude. After photographing this cause 
celebre for the periodical VVeekend Mail, 
there vvas to be no turning back. 
Donaldsonfs career as a VVindmill girl lasted 
less than a year, but follovying her stage 
exploits, she became a model for "art 
studies." A typicaliy British euphemism for 
nude photos, Donaldson asked Long to 
photograph her. The results of these shoots 
appeared in a tame girlie mag called Photo 
Studio, puö/ished by L. Miller and Son, the 
company responsible for distributing Marvel 
Comics in the UK. A shrevvd businessman, 
Arnold Miller became partners vəith Long 
after the photographer informed him hedd 
been making short movies of his models 
undressing. Soon these shoris vvere 
advertised for mail order in Photo Studio, 
and Stag Films, the company the tvvo men 
formed, became highly successful. Long 
made over one hundred of these $mm shorts, 
and at one point Stag vvas producing over a 
thousand prints per day. These loops 
predominated the British market until the 
mid "60s. Like other lov” budget independent 
producers, Long and Miller vvent vvhere the 
money vras, nudist features, making such 
immediately salable fare as Nudist 
Memories (7959), Nudes of the VVorld 
(1961), and the unforgettabiy titled Take Off 


Your Clothes and Live (7962), before 
svvitching gears to produce such Mondo 
Cane irspired shockumentaries like 
London In The Rav (7964) and Primitive 
London (7965). 


By the mid-/60s, the general permissiveness 
that grevv out of exploding youth culture and 
music forced the BBFC to lessen its 
censorship standards and the floodgates 
opened. European softcore proliferated on 
British screens, the titles changed to reflect 
the prurient interest of the guilty English: 
Girl of Shame, Sins of Youth, and he 
breakthrough Sex Can Be Difficult (/2e first 
time the veord "sex" vas freely alloved in a 


title) proliferated. By this point Long and 
Miller dissolved their partnership, a decision 
vəhich led to Long”s involvement vith a 
number of other, far more interesting movies 
(he film, uncredited, over a third of Roman 
Polanski"s classic Repulsion, vəRen Polanski 
yell behind schedule, losing original 
cinematographer Gilbert Taylor to prior 
commitments.) 


Both Miller and Long vere involved, as vvere 
a number of other sexploitation producers, 
vyith some of the most interesting British 
horror movies of the "60s and "70s. Miller 
co-produced both features directed by over- 
rated vvunderkind Michael Reeves, The 
Sorcerers (7967) and VVitehfinder General 
(1968), and the former vvas shot by Long. 
Another director vəho started out in horror 
movies became a regular Long collaborator: 
Michael Armstrong, director of the infamous 
Mark of the Devil (7970), vərore all three of 
Long"s Confessions Of rip-offs, (he 
Adventures of series (. .. A Taxi Driver.... 
A Private Eye, ... A Plumber"s Mate 
(1975-78 respectively)) in addition to The 
Sex Thief (7973) and Eskimo Nell (1974) 
both directed by Martin (Goldeneye) 
Campbell, 


All this, of course, is iust the tip of the 
iceberg vehen it comes to the veealth of 
information contained in this slender tome. 
V/hilst McGillivray provides a detailed 
overvieyv of the British sex film during its 25 
year reign at the UK box office, some of his 
profiles of mafor figures like Harrison Marks 
(the İrving Klav of England vəhose Betty 
Page vəas the luscious Pamela Green) and 
the İate performer Mary Millington, vəho vas 
hailed as the British Linda Lovelace, are 
unforgivabiy short and raise more questions 
than ansveers. Despite his claims that most 
of (he movies mentioned are unvatchable 
(and McGillivray should knov:: as a critic he 
revievved most of them), a detailed 
/ilmography vith capsule revievvs of the best 
and most interesting vvould havc made this 
book a must-have, Still, Doing Rude Things 
is essential reading for all exploitation fans, 
and the good nevx is a US edition is 
scheduled for publication this spring. - 
Phil Nutman 


Sex, Shocks öz Sadisml 

An A-Z Guide To Erotic Horror Films 
on Video Cassette 

"Todd Tyersland 

(Threat Theafer İnternafional)(1998) 


Potential readers expecting another rehash of 
Michael VVeldon s Yhe Psyehotronic Eneyclopedia 
filed vith the kind of revievvs found in Craig 
Ledbetter/s excellent Euro Trash Cinema, 5evəarel 
VVhilst a lot of the 355 movies critiqued in this 
magazine-sized book have been covered in those and 
many other publications, many of the vveird voonders 
raved about viith almost disturbing relish by author 
Tiersland have not. But are they erotic and do they 
qualify as horror films? Horrific, yes, erotic .. . vvell, 
that"s up to the reader to decide, although many of the 
films revievved here can only be described as 
"pornotronic." 


For every movie like Ruggero Deodato"s infamous 
Cannibal Holocaust, yoz 7/ find equal column inches 
devoted to iunk like Caligula Reincarnated As Hitler 
(aka Gestapo"s Last Orgy), but vəhere T/ersland 
really scores is vvith his knovvledge of totally sick and 
tvvisted Vapanese SetM and bondage porn, clearly a 
genre much beloved by the author. 


As an example, consider the reviev” of Captured 
Prisoner (apan, 1991): "Innocent young v”omen are 
kidnapped off a deserted country road and forced to 
serve a fat hag and her sadistic dominatrixes as 
subyugated sex slaves in this entertaining production 
that spavyned an even more disturbing sequel. The 
salves are kept in dog cages and are made to valk 
around on all fours like animals, they are vəhipped, 
beaten, raped and pissed on(), then torturedl ..." 
More disconcerting than Ti/ersland”s enthusiastic tone 
is the fact movies like these rub shoulders in the book 
v/ith pass€ mainstream fare like Ken Russell"s Crimes 
of Passion ard //i/liam Friedkin"s Cruising (since 
yehen has the latter ever been described as an "erotic 
horror film?", not even this revievver"s gay friends 
yvould ever call it that.) 


Dipping into this encyclopedia of veeird, tvvisted smut 
can be a daunting task. Reading about little-knov”n 
Hong Kong product like Daughter of Rape or Super 
Naked €: Povver Pussy car, be amusing and 
informative, but a quick glance at some of the 130 
never-before-seen photos accompanying the text 
disrupis the author"s tongue-in-cheek tone. İf reading 
about some of the material vəasn"t bad enough, the 
illustrations (mainly reproductions of home made 
stills lifted from a video monitor) are often likely to 
make your hair curl as the hot vvax guzzling from the 
aforementioned Captured Prisoner v/// atfest. 


Looking at the fetting enemas and pee-gulping high 
points of Captured Prisoner 2 is nof recommended 
before lunch. Other "highlighis" guaranteed to make 
even the most faded gorehound or pornophile pale 
include shots of a pregnant Vapanese vvoman in 
bondage receiving cunnilingus (Desire of Darkness), 
a knife blade about to enter the spread vulva ofa 
victim (Mutilating The Virgin), enforced anilingus 
(Raping My Virgin Slave), a backfiring enema 
overdose splashing a mad doctors face and the 
follovving coprophilic "unch" (Svveet Caress of 
Sadism), ard a definite lunch-loser, the insertion ofa 
live salamander into the vagina of an imprisoned nun 
(Tales of Naked Humiliation 2, aka Hunchback Sex 
Massacre (ve kid you notl)). According to the text, 
the crazed hunchback licks the salamanders clcan 
after their removal... 


İts not hard to recommend a book as bold and 
unflinching as this to the most devout fan of bizarre 
cinema, but for the average cineaste, vell, giving this 
as a gift could test friendships. But the fact is this 
material exists, there is an audience for it, and 
therefore, Tiersland deserves commendation for 
documenting such extreme material. VVhile this 
yevievver has no desire to see many of the films 
featured in its pages, Sex, Shocks €: Sadism exezfs an 
effect akin to rubbernecking at the scene of a fatal 
accident, no matter hov” hard you try, you can"t look 
ayvay. Besides, vvhere else are you going to find a 
detailed reviev” of the (surprise, surprise) German- 
made Grampa Is A Sex Freak, Granny Likes To 
VVateh or The Best of S£.M Incest? 


For serious devotees of taboo cinema only - and be 
vamed, Volume 2 is on its vvayl - yerry 
Cornelius 


THREAT THEATREINTERNATIONAL TÇNT1 
MI 
FİLMSONVİDEOCASSETTE 


Vihen it rains, it pours. 
Ozzy"s been off on a tear 


lately. And he"s been 
tearing it up. The 
pussy, that is. 


Probably met the next Ms. 
Fide in the process. So 
that means this vill 
probabiy be the last 
advice to the lovelorn 
column he"11 be vriting 
for a vhile. HMaybe ever. 
So I"11 leave vith a fev 
hard-earned bits of 
visdom. 


First off, if you drink, 
don"t even think about 
dating a reformed 
alcoholic. Oh, they"ll 
tell you they haven"ta 
vorry in the vorld. 
"Drink all you vant," 
they"ll tell you. 


Don"t you believe it. 
There"s but a single 
reality for these 
creatures from hell and 
that"s STRAIGHT. YVhich 
means: No drinking, no 
drugs, and no talking 
about it. Forget bovling 
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or poker nights vith the 


boys. Or even thinking 
about going to a club. 

If Uchn Lennon vas to 
come back from the dead, 
reunite vith the rest of 
the Beatles, and 
personally gave you 
tickets to the 
performance, you"d still 
have to stay home. 

Unless your reformed, 
significant other, got it 
in fucking vriting the 
only beverage that vas 
going to be served, aside 
from soft drinks, vas 
Sharps. 


Here"s a typical exchange 
vith one of the 
alcoholics I"ve gone out 
vith during my incredible 
run: 


Alcoholic: So vhat are 
you having to drink? 


Me: Ah, I don"t knov. 
Thought I"d have a Rock 
before Rancid comes on. 


Alcoholic: 
isn"t it? 


That"s a beer 


Me: Yes. Yes it is. So 
vhat? 
Alcoholic: Vell 


it"s a beer. 


And me Tarzan 
You"re 
It"s 2ust 


Me: Yes. 
and you üane. 
upset, vhy? 
one beer. 


Alcoholic: That"s the 
point. It"rs a beer. 


Me: Don"t they teach you 
in that tvelve step 
program of yours to live 
and let live? You can"t 
handle alcohol. Okay, 1 
can. No arrests for DVI, 
a successful career, a 
nice personality. 1 can 
handle alcohol. Ve"ve 
talked about this ad 
infinitum already. And 
it is only a single, I 
repeat, single beer. 


Alcoholic: Yes, but I"d 
g)ust like to see you 
sober for once. 


Me: 1"m sober nov. 1"ve 
been sober all day. 1I"Il 
be sober after this beerl 


Alcoholic: No. You"ve 
never been sober. You"l1 
never be sober. You"re 
an addictive personality 
and in reality you"11 
alvays be drunk. The 
sick need for alcohol. 
The 23oy it brings. The 
release. The freedom. 
The creative impetus. 1 
knov. 1 vas once, 1 mean 
life vas a feast at vhich 
all hearts vere open. 1 
had to close it. And 
vhy? Because I liked to 
drink. 


Often alcoholics seek 
refuge in political 
activism. Nothing vrong 
vith that. If you don"t 
mind viling avay the 
hours in hospices or in 
front of the Vhite House 
protesting the latest 
Presidential press 
conference. Literature, 
art, beauty (and beer) 
have no place in the 
Ghandiesque reality of a 
voman suffering from a 
messianic complex. 1 
knov. 1 live 


SHE CAN HANDLE HIS İ Vzsn:ngton. 


You. You are 

evil. Bland is good. 
Boring is the state of 
true being 
OMMMMMMMM . . 


Yes, my friends, these 
people are freaks. 
Freaks of nature. 
Substituting one 
addiction for another. 
Tvelve steps leading to 
novhere. Avoid them like 
the plague. Unless you 
vant to live in a leaden 
fantasy vorld of 
uneventualities vith a 
feverish selfish little 
clod of ailments and 
grievances complaining 
that the vorld vill not 
devote itself to making 
her happy. 


PROBLEM HE V/VAS... 


Born 
Erect 


Home to 
banner- 
carriers of 
all stripes. 
Here"s vhat a 
dialogue vith 


Ə RA stralght- 
else $terrini T B x 
MONİKA METZGER - BARBRA PETERSO straight 
Direct ON SA 
cələr by .. X Adehs Oniy edged 
protestnik 


sounds like: 


Me: So you vant to go to 
see Rancid at the Capitol 
Ballroom? 


Alcoholic: 1I can"t. I 
have to paint placards 
for Monday"s raliy. 


Me: “Vhat rally? 


Alcoholic: The hang-on 
Hillary rally. 


Me: Do you think that"rs 
really going to help? 1 
mean forget about the 
guilt or innocence issue. 
Isn"t she ?ust a smoke 
screen for Clinton? 


Alcoholic: Spoken like a 
true male chauvinist. 
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It"s not important 
vhether she"s guilty or 
innocent. She"s a voman 
trying to play by man"s 
rules and she"s being 
punished for that. So 
she needs our support. 
And yours too if you 
veren"t so preoccupied 
vith your penis. 


Me: Alright, drop it. 
Vhat about next veek? 
Vould you like to go out 
to dinner? 


This causes great guilt. 
An almost hebephrenic 
reaction. Quite 
destructive. 


Me: So if he had killed 
a black voman, they 
vouldn"t have to pretend? 
Vhy should the color 


matter? A killer"sa 
killer. 
Alcoholic: That"rs the 


typical vhite racist male 
chauvinist talking. My 
God, it"s so much vorse 


Alcoholic: Maybe, if I than I thougğht. Must you 
can get avay. But no alvays talk through your 
meatl priapism? Sometimes 1 
think Laurena had the 
Me: “Vell, vhy? Vhat"s right idea. 
up? 
Me: mLaurena vho? 
Alcoholic: Ve"re having 


a meeting of the Almost- Alcoholic: Bobbitl 
Supporters of O.U. group. 

Me: gesusl Are you 
telling me you"d like to 


castrate me? 1Isn"t that 


Me: "Almost" vhat? 


Alcoholic: It"s a black a little extreme? 
voman"s support 

organization. They think Alcoholic: In the face 
O.7."s guilty but as of male hegemony extreme 
Afro- is sometimes the 
Americans 

Ehey fesli MHAT (HANtE 

they have 0055 A GİRL 

to, in HAVE AĞAİNST 

order to MEN MH0 AF... 


promote 
the 
bettering 
of their 
brothers 
and 
sisters, 
pretend 
he isn"t. 


ATale 

of Passion, 
Brutality and 
Degradafioni 


STRİCTLY AN ADULT FİLM 


order of the day. Godl 
You"re so dense. Such a 
typical male. You"rea 


vonder. A true dinosaur. 
Me: (Aside) It"sa 
vonder you could bring 
yourself to suck my dick 
you fucking loonyl 


Then, 
there"s 
the 
recoverin 
g drinker 
vho "s 
looking 
for a 
pro2ect. 
MY 
friends, 
don"t let 
it be 
you. No 
matter 
hov good 
looking 
she is, 
run. 
Avay. 

For the 
hills. 
Unless 
you vant 
to go through scenarios 
like the folloving: 


Alcoholic: You look 
nice. But vait. Hold on 
a second. 


Me: “hat are you doing? 
Putting spit on my 
eyebrovs? 


Alcoholic: ust hold on. 
I vant them to lay flat. 

They stand up a bit. You 
look, I mean, you could 

look better. (ust stand 

still. 


Me: My eyebrovs aren"t 
even an eighth of an inch 
long. “Vho cares? 


Alcoholic: They stand up 
and it irritates me. You 
don"t vant people to 
laugh at you, do you? 


Me: Uesusl Nov my 
eyebrovs are vet. It 
looks like I put 
Brylcreem on them. 


Alcoholic: Stop 
exaggerating. You look 
much better nov. 


Me: Alright. Alright. 
Can ve go nov. Ve"re 
going to be late. 


Alcoholic: Yes. Fine. 
Hold on. Vait. You"re 
not going to vear that 
tee vith those 2eans? 


Me: Vhat? Vhat? A 
vhite tee vith black 
)eans and a leather 
)acket? Vhat"s vrong 
vith that? Ve"re going 
to see Rancid. A punk 
band. Vhat am 1 
supposed to vear? A top 
hat and tails. Anyvay I 
alvays dress like this. 
I dressed like this vhen 
you met me. I dressed 
like this before you met 
me. 1"ve alvays dressed 
like this. And I vill 
alvays dress like this. 


Alcoholic: Vell, yes. 
But you can see your 
chest hairs through the 


shirt. It looks so... 
I don"t knov. So rude. 
Me: 1I"ma man. Men have 


hair on their chests. 
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And you have to look 
really close to see the 
hair. Real close. As in 
close enough to be my 
girlfriend. 


Alcoholic: Vell, maybe 
if you 2?ust let me vet 
the hairs dovn a little. 
Nov hold on . . . Uust 
lift your shirt upa 
minute 


Yes, it"s a crazy mixed- 
up, shook-up vorld out 
there. Doesn"t bother 


me. Vhy? Because 1 
drink and I don"t givea 
shit about politics or my 
hair. You shouldn"t 
either. Life is too 
short. And you"re not 
Ghandi. Or Villiam 
Povell. If you vere, you 
vouldn"t be holding 
Brutarian in your 
trembling hands. There"s 
something vonderful about 
the planet being as 
fucked up as it is. Let 
me quote the late, great 
Orson Velles: "In Italy 


for thirty years under 
the Borgias they had 
varfare, terror, murder, 
bloodshed. But they 
produced Michelangelo, 
Leonardo da Vinci and the 
Renaissance. In 
Svitzerland they had 
brotherly love. They had 
five hundred years of 
democracy and peace. And 
vhat did they produce? 
The cuckoo clock." . 
Read on, vhat follovs is 
important. 


lt”1 itil İl iiiliii 
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“A ERE RUN " : 
Henil.eLinüuİ 
eu.” 


“AEİİ, TEPE 
sıxa HA” 


Mi HUMEL 
STENTSNANSIPİ” 
gə —. 


IACKIE HAN 


From Dusk Till Davn 
(d) Robert Rodriguez 


Uh huh. Uh huh. Ozzy sav it 
coming. You sav it coming. 
Those obnoxious, overbearing, 
egg-sucking dogs othervise 
Xnovn as film critics Şust 
couldn"t vait to ?ump all over 
Quentin Tarantino and this 
unassuming multi-million 
dollar gussied up drive-in 
movie provided the perfect 
opportunity. Sure it ain"t 
Pulp Fiction. Or Reservoir 
Dogs. So vhat? Lady From 
Shanghai vasn"t Citizen Kane 
but it vas stilla 
masterpiece. Vhich Dusk 
ain"t. But it"s supposed to 
be a piece of crap. A 
throvback to another era. 

Yhen you drove to a movie and 
all you asked for betveen the 
nookie vere the three Bs: 
beasts, blood and boobs. All 
three of vhich, in this tale 
of tvo criminals on the lam 
taking a family hostage so as 
to get across the border into 
Mexico, you get in abundance. 
Okay, the script doesn"t have 
much going for it in the vay 
of dialogue. But George 
Clooney and Tarantino as the 
sickos on the run are 
hilarious, Harvey Keitel as 
the preacher vho"s lost his 
faith is appropriately hammy, 
Tüliette Levis as his virginal 
daughter sublimely lubricous 
and the vhole mess has them 
ali vinding up in this surreal 
truck stop strip bar run by 
vampire barker Cheech Marin 
and thousands of his blood 
drinking friends. Yes, it"s as 
ridiculous as it sounds. 
That"s the point, stupid. Vhy 
else vould Fred VMilliamson and 
Tom Savani get ma?or speaking 
parts? This an homage and 
absurdist take on pure 
exploitation. As for getting. 
Mr. Fide"s advice is to get 
drunk, get a piece of your 
voman (or man), then go see 
this atavistic piece of 
cinema. And don"t forget the 
beer. R : : b ı 


Rumble In The Bronx 
(d) Stanley Tong 


Tackie Chan. Need I say more? 
Sveets vith sveets var not, 
ğoy delights in ?oy. Do not 
bend vith the removers to 
remove. The tale be slight, 
the manner mannered, the 
characters caricature, I 
sayest a pox on thee for 
looking vith such critical 
eye. Go and celebrate vith 
thine fellovs the Baryshnikov 
of the Bs. Sophomoric 
)esting. Cartoon violence. 
Balletic fisticuffs. Rube 
Goldberg contrapting. 
Stunting beyond compare. And 
question not. Dost thou ask 
vhy the Coyote pursue the 
Roadrunner? Nayf Then do 
not ask vhy thou must attend 
to Tackie.  Reason not the 
reason. The incomparable Chan 
is never out of season. 


Broken Arrov 
(d) Gohn Voo 


Yohn Travolta is an Air Force 
pilot indignant about having 
been repeatedly passed over 
for promotion to Colonel. So 
one fine night, vhilstona 
training mission, he shanghais 
a B-3 loaded vith tvo nuclear 
devices. One problem, despite 
all the careful planning, 
Travolta fails to ace his co- 
pilot, Christian Slater, 
choosing instead to foolishliy 
eğect him after cuffing 
Christian around a little. 
Slater survives, finds the 
cutest park ranger in history 
(Samantha Mathis), and vith 
her in tov, sets of£f to stop 
crazy gohnnie. Despite the 
fact Travolta has Hovie Long, 
a dozen or so Navy Seals and 
more hardvare than the United 
Nations Bosnian task force. 
Me? II vould have pitched a 
pup tent in the desert vith 


the curvaceous Samantha. 
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After all, Gohnnie only vants 
to blov up Denver. Denverl 
It"s not like ve"re talking 
Paris or Nev York here. 
Anyvay, this moronic movie 
coulda been a six-pack classic 
if the formulaic script hadn"t 
forced Voo to destroy the 
pacing and suspense by 
needlesslyinterğect-ing count- 
less scenes of sveating 
Pentagon officials and nervous 
field commanders. Yhat Arrov 
has going for it though is 
inventive explosions, 
marvelous special effects, 
nicely choreographed fistic 
and gunfight scenes and an 
effortlessly brilliant 
performance by the former 
Vinnie Barbarino. So 
brilliant in fact, you"İ1İ find 
yourself rooting for him to 
take out the rather pallid 
Slater and the robotic Mathis 
long before the flick"s 
predictable - though expertiy 
filmed - denouement. 


Hellraiser 4 
(d) Alan Smithee 


Ozzy had no expectations for 
this one. Not vith all the 
production delays. And first 
time director and fx maven 
Kevin Yagher begging to have 
his name removed from the 
credits after vatching the 
final cut. The Alan Smithee 
moniker you see above the 
title is the Directors Guild 
vay of protecting the 
innocent. Good move Kevin, as 
this stillborn atrocity is 
such a disaster it makes the 
Leprechaun series look like a 
Val Levton production by 
comparison. 1In this, 
hopefully final installment ve 
have Pinhead and company 
storming a spaceship inç an 
attempt to open a vider door 
betveen Hell and Earth. For 
vhat reason, 1 have no idea, 
as Mr. P has never had much of 
a problem in moving himself or 
any of his friends out of the 
Infernal Regions any time he 
pleases. Speaking of ideas 
there aren"t too many here. 


Nor is there much of a story. 
The screenvriters try to flesh 
out their meager narrative by 
tacking on tvo tales - one set 
in 18th Century Paris vhich 
explains the origin of the 
little box, the other set in 
the present day vhich makes no 
sense and bears little 
relation to anything - but it 
all smacks of desperation. 

And stupidity. Avoid at all 
costs. 


Fargo 
(d) Goel Coen 


"I don"t get it," Francis 
McDormand playing the 
character of an ingenuous 
Minnesota sheriff tracking a 
pair of kidnapper-killers says 
near the end of Fargo. And 
you, like Ozzy, vill most 
likely find yourself agreeing 
vith Francis should you have 
the misfortune to be dragged 
to this soulless and 
dramatically moribund flick 
about the complications vhich 
ensue after a feckless car 
salesman hires tvo morons (one 
of vhom is Steve Buscemi) to 
kidnap his rich vife. The 
Coen (Raising Arizona, Barton 
Fink, Blood Simple) Brothers 
haven"t so much made a movie 
as an in-?oke, the punchline 
of vhich is apparently, that 
there is exposed film but no 
"film" to speak of. Get it? 
Pretty funny, eh? Gosh, vhat 


a brilliant conceit. Hov 
Antonnionishl 


University film professors and 
diilettantish coffee-house 
cypes vill more than likely 
read something metaphysical in 
all this banality and viev the 
patronizing attitude of Les 
Zoens as a profound gesture of 
comic despair. The rest of 
you, the sensible ones, vill 
feel by turns, insulted, bored 
and angry by the disdainful 
gqapery of such hollov men. 


Executive Decision 
(d) Stuart Baird 


Yhat a rip-off. 
the advertisers 
vould have you 
believe this is 
some kind of 
oddball pairing 
of pretty boy 
Kurt Russell and 
non-actor tough 
Steven Seagal 
but it ain"t. 
Seagal is blovn 
out of an ex- 
perimental ?et 
in the first 
half hour 
leaving think 
tank operator 
and erstvhile 
transvestite 
ohn Leguizamo 
to tackle the 
mess created 

by a sveaty 
group of Arab 
terrorists 
attempting to 
run a commercial 
flight they have 
turned into a 


virtual hydrogen bomb into 
the eastern seaboard. If 
you can get over Seagal 
as bait to lure you into 
the theater though you"re 
not gonna have too bad a 
time vith this silly 
little techno-thriller. 
Especially vhen it takes 
so many pot shots at the 
Arabs vho, by the vay, 
have been inundating 
Varner Brothers" offices 
vith letters of protest. 
I say, remove Salmon 
Rushdie"s death sentence 


. LULU 
good as a 


and maybe you tovel heads 
and you have a legitimate 


gripe. 
City Hall : 
(d)H. Becker $ 


Little better than your 
standard television movie of 
the veek, City Hall squanders 
a fine performance by Al 
Pacino in the role of a 
charasmatic Nev York mayor 


brought dovn by the corruption 


vithin his administration. 
Danny Aiello is also quite 


Füe miles ahb the eartlı, 
“anı lite team tf si men 
must mahk an air to air transfer, 
in ordeğ,to save 400 lives 
on board a 747... 


and 40 million helon., 


Hs 


crooked Brooklyn 
borough chief, but the 
supporting cast, especially 
gon Cusack and Bridget Fonda, 
are hopelessly ineffectual. 
Cusack"s Games Carville 
impression is laughable though 
(the Ferraday, Louisiana 
accent comes and goes for no 
discernible reason) and it 
does allovs you to forget vhat 
a pedestrian actor he is. 
Most of the time. Fonda"s 
robotics hovever make it 
impossible to forget that 
talentessness like madness - 
her father is Peter Fonda - 
is inheritable. 


Chungking Express 
(d) Vong Kar-Vai 


Attempting to prove there are 
Hong Kong movies for the art- 
house market, Quentin 
Tarantino imports this 
cloying, vacuous brummagem and 
dumps it into badly built Tory 
cinemas across the country. 
gohn MHoo fans are hereby put 
on notice: there"s very 
little action in this 
soporific flick. Champagne 
and stravberry types take 
heed: tank up on the Moet 
before attending. Unless your 
idea of a good time is 
vatching Orientals eating 
unappetizing fried food vhilst 
talking endlessly about failed 
romance. The catch-as-catch 
can story begins vith a cop 
named He Qivu mooning over a 
lost love named May. A fev 
nights later, in the middle of 
a drinking binge He (he) meets 
Brigitte, a hot platinum- 
vigged, shade-vearing drug 
smuggler. Brigitte is in no 
mood for sex but having ?ust 
shot it out vith some rival 
dealers she needs a place to 
hole up. So she lets He (he) 
take her to a hotel. Nothing 
happens. Not 3$ust in the 
hotel but vith this story. 
Director Kar-Vai arbitrarily 
decides to begin another tale 


Tinvolving another cop (Tony 


Leung) and his broken affair 


üvith a counter girl vho is 


hopelessly in love vith him 
(not he). This is knovn as 
parallelism in the literary 
trade. Ozzzy calls it 
misdirection: if you have 


novhere to go vith one 


narrative, svitch to another 
and hope no one notices. Mr. 
Fide did and thus ended up 
parallel vith the floor. 
Asleep. Dreaming of Dan Dan 
noodles and spring rolls. 
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ELOOD 2F THE 
LAMB/”. 


PARTAKE / 


İ 


“fili FEBETURTARTADIRSS 


İt vvas a couple of days after 1 vvatched 
all those sicko tapes 1 believe led to Pa 
accidentally killin" hisself vvhen his 
auto-erotic game got outta hand, so to 
speak, and his belt done slipped a 
notch. 1 vvas still drinkin" up a storm an" 
had vvatched every tape in my Nina 
Hartley collection vvhen 1 found 
another box of movies in the root cellar 
vvhile 1 vvas lookin" for the last crate of 
beer. 

The box vvas unopened an" had 
been mailed to Pa fust before his screvv 
up. There vveren"t a return address 1 
could find but the post mark vvas 
Olympia, VVashington, and the titles of 
these here tapes caught my 
imagination. Movies like Super Naked 
öz Povver Pussy, Violence yack 3: Evil 
Tovn, and Ehtrails of a Virgin. Since 
none of "em rang any bells vvith me, 1 
decided it vvas time to find out vvhat Yd 
been missing. As Super Naked (1992) 
had the oddest title that seemed a good 
place to start, and boy, vvas 1 rightl 

Ain/t no question about it, this is 
the vveirdest fuckin" movie 1 ever done 
seen, and that:s sayin" somthin". Tryin" 
to describe this flick is almost 


İ 


there vveren lt no subtitles. 1 vvas 

so damn hypnotised by this flick 

I even forgot to drink my beer. 

Imagine if those vvhacked out 
Monty Python guys decided to remake 
the "60 Batman TV shovv and set itin 
an lapanese all-girl school. Tmagine, if 
you can, that this school is ovvned/run 
by a vveird family led by some guy vvho 
dresses up as a ğester and has a fat, 
robotic fascist retard as a sidekick. 
Okay, an" if that ain"t vveird enough, 
these Til cuties in their gray uniforms 
get tied to trees, are stripped and then 
flogged vvith a cat o" nine tails if they 
misbehave. Like if they don"t bring the 
right text book to class. And all this is 
vvatched by an audience of glove 
puppetsi 

No, 1 svvear to lesus H. Christ in 
a yump suit that 1 aint makin" this shit 
up, an" neither is it a delusion caused 
by all the drugs Tve consumed over the 
years. But vvaitl Theres more. VVe aint 
even got to the best bit yet. Ya see, 
these girls have a protector, this chick 
vvho vvears a red cape an" face mask 
vvith floppy Muppet ears, and red knee- 
high boots -- an" nothing else. An" she 


impossible "cause its in yapanese an" sar "beats on the bad guys vvith nunchucks, 
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an" (this is the best part) she has super 
povvers. She levitates vvith her legs 
spread vvide and her pussy glovvsl It 
blinds/transfixes the bad guys an" then 
she lands on their faces an" they die 
happyl 

Fm not even goin" to try to 
explain the plot of this thing (1 mean, 
you think 1 can speak )ap?), but I vvas 
so damn astounded by this flick once 
the end credits rolled 1 fumped on the 
phone an: called my buddy Filthy Phil 
in Atlanta, vvho knovvs all about vveird 
stuff an" likes ta think of himself as a 
cineaste, but that/s fust pretentious 
shit. Hess a sleaze merchant like you an" 
me. 

Of course, he knevv about this 
Super Naked flick. Tt tums out its the 
third installment in a series an" is based 
on a comic book or animated shovv 
created by the same guy vvho did 
Devilman. Povver Pussy/s real title is 
Kekko Kamen, vvhich Filthy Phil tells me 
kinda translates as “Okay Masked Girl," 

No, don"t make no sense to me, 
neither. 

Novv vve fust have ta find the 
other flicks -- Fm sold. 1 vvanna be 
president of the Super Nekkid fan club. 
An" youfl vvanna İoin too after you see 
this thing. 1 can"t recommend this tape 
highly enough. Filthy also informed me 
theres a subtitled version available 
from those nice folks at Video Search 
of Miami, so I guess İm gonna have to 
get it an" find out vvhat the fuck is 
going on in this crazy bastard of a 
movie. 

Hell, I even vvatched it a second 
time. 

By this point 1 vvas in tears an" 
my throat vvas givin" out from laughin" 
so loud so 1 finally dovvned a beer in 
one gulp. My passion for life had 


returned an" not even the snovv fallin" 
outside the vvindovv could keep me 
from bein" blue the vvays 1 had since 
buryin" Pa. Openin" a second brevv, 1 
popped in another tape -- Violence yack 
3 — an" hit pay dirt again, although it 
vvas animated an" lapanese an" there 
still vverent no subtitles. 

This one seemed to be a bit 
easier to figure out. Seems some 
apocalyptic shit happened to this ma)or 
Vap city an" the survivors vvent 
underground. They kinda live 
peacefully, even though there this 
gang of punk psycho-bikers led by this 
huge ugly guy, Big Sulus, vvho likes 
eatin" cockroaches an" has this Cloclovork 
Orange-style transsexual bitch as his 
main squeeze. Anyvvay, during an 
excavation in the ruins, some hapless 
slobs unearth Violence /ack, vvhols this 
nine-foot tall, monosyllabic brute. At 
the same time the digging unleashes a 
demonic spirit vvhich possesses several 
of the ruined city/s inhabitants and 
leads to an orgy of rape and violence 
vvhich is pretty un-fuckin"-believable for 
an animated feature. VVhen Violence 
Vack gets going you vvonft believe your 
eyesl People get ripped in half crotch- 
first, there are decapitations galore, and 
bloody fight scenes that vvill make you 
levitate off the couch, particularly the 
final shovvdovvn betvveen Violence lack 
and Big Sulus. The hardcore sex scenes 
are digitally censored but you can still 
see enough of large cartoon cocks 
rammin" in and out of cell animated 
slits, but since that does nothin" for me, 
I didnf care. 

Next 1 opted for Eztrails of a 
Virgin. Vhere"s only so many animated 
cocks and cunts a boy can take in a 
day, an" 1 vvanted to see the real thing. 
Hell, 1 vvanted something else like Super 
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Nakea, but vvhat 1 got vvas one of the completely fuck them up vvhen vve 
most outrageous )ap horror movies Tve dropped those big ole atom bombs, or 
ever eyeballed. This baby had me so vvhat? 

hypnotized 1 couldnt even hit the 
pause button to get up an" go get 
another beer. See a vvoman masturbate 
vvith a severed handil (after she 
straightens out the fingers, of coursel) 
See a demon rapist vvith a dong the size 
of a donkey fuck vvomen to deathl 
VVatch the demon rapist kill men vvith 
and axel See him hit a guy on the 
forehead vvith such force the victimis 
eyeball shoots out its socket to splat on 
the groundl 


After all this non-subtitled, 
undubbed fare it vvas time to vvatch a 
movie vvith a plot and subtitles so 1 
knevv vvhat the hell vvas going on. My 
choice vvas XX:Beantiful Victims, a 


zz 


“”- 


mi 
N 


"ar arar 4 


No subtitles, no dubbing, but 
vvho cared. 1 vvas gettin" used to all this 
)ap-speak echoinn" around the den. The 
story, such as it is, features a bunch a 
sleazy TSLA "fashion" photographers 
and their undervvear-clad nubile models 
vvho spend a night in a hunted house, 
though vvhy, 1 have no idea, an" the 
demon vvho İives there kills them all. 
Long, boring scenes are punctuated by 
İlots of steamy sex and kink: panty 
pissing, vvrestling in undervvear, blovv 
fobs “climaxing in cum-spitting, and 
silhouetted shots of the demonis huge 
dong plungin" into the pussies of his 
female victims. Finally, this monster 
fucks the only virgin among the group 
and therels even an inner body shot of 
his supernatural seed impregnatin" her 
vvomb. By this point my head vvas 
spinnin" like Linda Blairs. 

VVhat is it vvith the )aps? These 
flicks made )oel Reed s infamous 
Bloodsucking Freaks and any number of 
Italian zombie gut-crunching cannibal 
flicks look like they belong on the 
Disney Channel. 1 mean, did vve 
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suspenseful, vvell-made lapanese police 
procedural/serial killer flick that you 
can get from Video Search of Miami, 
and comes highly recommended if you 
have a strong stomach an" can handle 
scenes of brutal sexual violence. 

A sicko killer is stalkin" the 
streets of a city an" the police are 
baffled. Unlike the good ole US of A 
vvhere bizarre sex crimes are passe, the 
slant cops have no understandin" of 
vhat makes this guy tick. His preferred 
manner of murder is to crucify his 
victims naked, tying them vvith piano 


vvire around the throat, then videotape 
them as he rapes, then kills them vvith 
a chisel. The heroine of this flick is a 
vvoman forensic pathologist, Dr. 
Mizuki, and vve get to see some of the 
most stomach-churninf, authentic- 
looking autopsy footage this side of an 
SPK video. 


— 


The movie really takes off vvhen the 
killer slaughters a hooker, vvhose pimp 
is. a diminutive, orange-haired, butch 
biker/punk dyke called Natsumi. This 
chick is a ball of energy an" enlivens 
every scene shes in. VVhen she 
overhears Dr. Mizuki tell a cop, "for 
her age her vagina vvas unusually 
stretched...maybe she vvas a prostitute," 
Natsumi goes nuts and kicks the shit 
out of the pigs, an" is subsequently 
arrested. Turns out the victim vvas her 
lover. 

The killer starts stalkin" the good 


İz ün il 
N R 2 1 /l hü İ 
s” . İİ il ül 1 
y - v/İ i m İ 
A ml di 
z. iz. , 
- : . 
“x “ i zəl 
, (£ XY ıı 
Xald 9.22... o 


Dr. an" breaks into her apartment vvhen 
shes asleep an" inflicts a kinky 
bondage/ attempted rape scenario on 
the doc, but before he can pork her 
brains out hes interrupted by an 
unexpected visit by Natsumi, vvhich 
leads to one of the best lines of 
dialogue Tve read in a vvhile. Natsumi 
to Mizuki: "So, lady Dr. vvith the non- 
stretch vagina, hovv does it feel? 
Prostitute or police, the pain is the 
same." One for the movie quotables, 
folksl 

Mizuki, her ovvn strange sexual 
yearnins avvakened, goes undercover to 
catch the killer vvith Natsumi s 
assistance. A lesbian relationship 
betvveen the tvvo develops and gives rise 
(ho-hol) so some great, vveasel-greasing 
girl-girl footage before the movie 
reaches its inevitable climax. 

Like 1 said, highiy 
recommended, but make certain you 
haven tt eaten before this vvatchin" this 
flick. The scene vvhere Dr. Mizuki 
removes a used condom from the 
throat of a victim isn"t something 
youre likely to forget. 

(Super Naked, Violence yack 3, and 
Ehtrails of a Virgin are available from 
Threat Theater International, PO Box 
7633, Olympia, VVA 98507-7633, 
XX:Beautiful Victims can be obtained 
from Video Search of Miami) 

Yip, daddy vvas an alcoholic and a 
vvhore chaser. He done told me 
though, it vvas only because he couldnit 
meet somebody like Mamie Van 
Doren. "You can keep yourn 
Mansfields and Monroes" he used to 
say. "Mamies got it all, Anina 
smaller package. Man likes to be 
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aroused vvithout bein" intimidated by a 
mountain a flesh. VVant to be able to 
get you hands Tound a gal. Ain"t no 
gettin" Tound someone like Marilyn or 
)ane." Te Beat Generation vvas one a his 
favorites. Mamie ain"t in it much. But 
she runs all over the place in tight hip- 
huggers and skinny blouses. Poutin" 
and screamin". Daddy bein" as sick as 
he vvas probabİy also Yoyed it "cause it 
had this rich spoilt brat charmin" his 
vvay into houses and rapin" purty 
vvomen. The police, played by Steve 
Cochran and Uncle Fester (vvhose vvife 
is damn hot red-headed Irish McCala), 
are so stupid they even let one of their 
vvfies get porked by this sexually 
dysfunctional character. VVhilst 
Coogan and Cochran are scratchin" 
their heads and Cochran is vvorryin" 
vvhether his vvife is carryin" his baby or 
the Aspirin Kids (the name they give 
the sexual bandit) vvels treated to slices 
of beat bohemla vvith Vampira readin" 
poetry, Louie Armstrong playin" sax, 
and a cast of failures like Robert 
Mitchum and Charlie Chaplins young 
"un spoutin" iive and snappin" they 
fingers. Crazy manl (Video Search of 
Miami) 

Still, not as crazy as B/ast of Silence. 
A movie vvith a title like this - guess itis 
vvhat you"d call an axy-moron -vvell, you 
kind of expect itfd be like nothin" you 
ever done seen. And it is. You all got 
this Robert De Niro look-a-like 
contract killer named Frankie Boy 
Bono trackin" dovvn this second rate 
Mob boss through the streets of the 
Lovver East Side and vvhile hes doin" it 
he comes to have certain realizations of 
hisself. Like hes a loser goin" novvhere. 
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Tries to rekindle a romance vvith an old 
flame, make nice at parties, get in the 
spirit of Christmas, but its a no go. 
VVhoever it vvas that made this flick has 
a real feel for filth. 1 live in a shotgun 
shack and 1 had to get out the ole 
vvooden tub and take me a bath after 
this un. Voice over third party 
narration had me splittin a gut at itis 
attempt to be film noir poetic and only 
achievin" a Lionel Stander does 
Kerouac kind of thing ("Your hands are 
hot Frankie boy but thats all right." 
"He had a moustache to disguise the 
fact that he had the lips of a vvoman.") 
but nevertheless it only added to the 
disgust I had at the vvhole proceedinis. 
Thatis a compliment. 1 canft vvait to 
Blast of again vvhen Tm sober. Course 
vvhenever that might be only lesus 
Christ our Lord and Savior knovvs. 
(Video Search of Miami) 


YES, AS A MATTER OF FACT, HE HAS MİS DİCK UP 
MY ASS RIGHT NOVV. İ CAN HARDLY VVAIT FOR HıM 
TO P.UULL OUT SO İ CAN LICK ALL THE SHIT OFF. 


The vvild, vveird vvorld 
of the Beatniksl .. 

Sullen rebels, defiant 
chicks...searching for 
a life of their ovvnl The 
pads...the iazz...the 
dives... those frantic 
“vvay-out” parties ... 
beyond beliefl 


M-6-M Presents N 
ABERT “UĞMİH 
PRÜDUCTİÜN 


Satchmo”s hofter 
7 fhon ever of 
fhe box-oflice 


Starring 


STEVE LÜUHRAN - MAMİE YAN DÜREN - RAY DANTÜN . FAY SPAIN 
MAGGIE HAYES - AACKİE CÜOĞAN and LÜUİS ARMSTRUNU AUsrens 
Gvesi siv DATHY EROŞBY . RAY ANTHUNY . DİTK TÜNTİNÜ . in CİNEMASCOPE 
oenee oy RİEHARD: MATHESUN and LEMİS MELTZER . -.....(, ÜHARLES HAAŞ 


İn this trade magazine adverlisemenf for The Beat Generation, producer Albert Zugsmith ballyhooed the faci that “beafniks” 
yyere in, and, as usual, Zugsmifh declared that he vns first vrifh their sfory. 
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Ape 
Hangers 
Mlirasounds 


The Ape Hangers mix 
punk thrash vvith pop hooks 
straight out of the late "70s. 
Sure, U/rasounds isa 
blatant throvvback to a 
long-gone time vhen your 
humbie revievver had a full 
head of hair. And a fevv 
songs overstay their 
vvelcome. But its 
consistently likeable 
nonetheless. The Apes are 
similar to Urge 
Undervvhelm, but vvithout 
the phony hipster posing 
and vvith better songs. 
Having the Ramones" 
uncredited lead guitarist, 
Ed Stasium, as a guest on 
"Over My Head" is a coup 
for the knovving. (AZ.M) 
df 
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Les Haxter 
The £osi Episodes 


Ifs so hip to like this space 
age bachelor pad shit these 
days that someone has to 
put a stop to it. VVe 
volunteer. Les Baxter is ca 
ca compared to fellovv 
exotica peddlers Martin 
Denny and Arthur Lyman. 
Even if Les came first. 
Hell, Bill Haley came 
before Elvis. So? So vvhat, 
right? And so vvhat about 
this cliche easy listening 
muzak tvveaked vvith 
theremin, bird calls and a 
fevv dashes of sirenesque 
choruses. Throvv in 
sehlockmeister Baxter"s 
trademark overuse of 
saccharine strings ard) 
soothing rhythms and you 
reduce the vvhole shebang 
to a fitfuliy interesting 
musical yoke. Sort of like 
Lavvrence VVelk on acid. 
Or almost any 7 Zove Lucy 
episode. Ersatz hip for 
closet homosexuals. 
(Chartruse Records) ds 


craig regala Icr1 
dirk fubar (dti dom salemi (dsl 
steve /effries Isi) 


Hig Had 
.ohns 
Piymoulh Roek 


Yes, but vhat kind of 
Piymouth? And is it an 
excuse or a fustification for 
istening to rockabiliy con 
roots by vvay of 
Connecticut? Hard to say, 
but this is a million miles 
better than Stray Cats" strut. 
Alright, that ain"t saying 
much. So let me say this. 
The singer ain"t half bad. 
He bristles vvith conviction 
vvhen the melodies get 
fairiy tuneful. V/hich is 
quite often. And the guitar 
stings and buzzes more 
often than that. So1 
suppose you"re gonna pick 
up the nevv Ronnie Davvson 
disc before this. Maybe 
you shouldn". Ronnie"s 
about eighty novv. These 
güys are a vvee bit younger. 
Probabiy a lot more 
energetic too. (Feralette 
Records, 306 VVest Fourth 
Street, NY, NY 10014) ds 


Yhe Hoo 


Radieys 
Hiake Upl 


The Boo Radleys" mix of 
Beatles-derived British pop 
and American R6:B mines 
the same shaft that the Tam 
and Squeeze did 15 years 
ago, but vvith an occasional 
overtİy gay İyrical 
reference. 
Guitarist/songvvriter Martin 
Carr has a knack for hooks, 
and vocalist Sice is a dead 
ringer for Glenn Tilbrook. 
This self-produced album 
exudes thoughtful and 
purposeful studio savvy. 


Theyre not the equal of 


their aforementioned 
predecessors. And their 
sound is somehvvat passe at 
the moment. But theyre 
surely not England"s most 
annoying export. 
(Creation/Columbia) df 


NEVV SOUNDS FROM 


HEADHUNTER 


PITCHBLENDE GTYCAXI .. 


CHUNE ///IF VAYS T0 SUNDAY 1107) PCARLOSİ 4/Y ARVASEDDON (01 
LION TAMER VET 640") ARMCHAIR MARTIAN 5/FEV PASSINC U”) 
(0MİN6 5009: 

OVERVVHELMING COLORFAST HOOHLİSHT AND (ASAN 101 
CD $12, 10” $ö, 7” $3.50 (POSTPAID) 

: 4901-906 Moreno Bivd 
Son Diego, California 92117-3432 
DIRECT TO STORES 619.483.9292 
infoEcorgorec.com 
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Huried Alive 
The Besl ol Smoke ? 


Never liked hardcore. Too 
fast. Not much in the vvay of 
melody either. LA punk? 
Don"t make me laugh. Too 
fast. Not much in the vvay of 
melody either. So vhat to do 
vvith this collection of 28 Los 
Angeles punk and hardcore 
bands? Righti Make yudicious 
use of the programming 
button. VVhy am 1 telling you 
this? Because about a quarter, 
maybe half (vvhatis 13 out of 
287) of this is fabulous: the 
four shiny, bratty Red Kross 
songs, the devil-may-care 
çovers of VVar, Alice Cooper 
and Creedence Clearvvater, 
and the revelatory cuts by 
something called RF7. There 
vvere one or tvvo other things 
that had me picking up the 
yevvel case instead of the shot 
glass but 1 don"t remember 
vyhat they vvere. Mescal 
sometimes has that effect. 
(Bomp) ds 


Caustic Resin 
?iq İfle lo ihe İfloon 


A band asks a İot of a listener 
vvhen it puts more than 70 
minutes of nevv material on 
one album. Fevv combos can 
sustain interest for that long, 
and fevver still should even try. 
Caustic Resin is not one of the 


İİ fevv, but they tried anyvay, the 


fools. Their neo-psychedelic 
guitar sludge is heavy on badİy 
played slide guitar and clumsy 
rhythms. They never quite 
rock, and they surely don"t 
rule. Their songs ain"t much 
and tend to ramble. They 
even reduce Brian Eno"s 
"Golden Hours" to a Vanilla 
Fudge plod. Their decision to 
let this dreck continue for 16 
songs and 74 minutes is sheer 
self-indulgence. Life"s too 
short to sit through this shit 
tvvice. (Pretentious 
Recordings) df 


Hush Tetras 
Boom ön Yhe flighi 


For a time, in the early 
eighties, these three viragos 
vvere the toast of Nevv York. 
VVithout the benefit of an İp. 
A metronomic funk 45 called 
"Too Many Creeps" vvas all it 
took. Soon legions of arty 
Lovver East Siders vvere 
pouring into the local clubs to 
see the bitches shake it up. 
But after three years the 
vixens called it quits and the 
Manhattan vvorld vvithin-yet- 
outside-the-vvorld turned to 
more important things. Like 
Trivial Pursuit, Thai food, 
auto-erotic asplyxiation and 
Keith Herring. Outraged at 
time having obscured the 
Tetra"s legacy, Roir has 
slapped together all the 
singles, eps and detritus onto 
one tinnsey-vvinsey disc. And 
a truly vvonderful disc it is 
indeed. Hostile girl-you"1ll-be- 
a-vvoman-soon voidoid phunk 
concocted of equal parts 
angular rhythms, oft-kilter 
melodies, gurgly, dissonant 
guitar vvork, pouty pms 
vocalizing and the odd 
industrial noise or tvvo. Held 
together vvith the taut, sinuous, 
hubricous and imaginative bass 
attack of one Laura Kennedy. 
The slovver pieces - bitchy, 
çum-hither plaints as far as 1 
could tell - are also quite 
effective. Essential listening. 
Even if you don"t like fanes. 
(ROIR) ds 


DEVELOP A LÜVELY 


FULLER 
BOSOM 
Become DESİROUS — 
Triumohsi Be enticins: 
İy femininel 

ALA ərə 


ğ course 
for Bust Development 
—takes only fev min- 
tes a day 


“ames 
Chance 6: 
The 


Contortions 
£əsl Chance 

“Vhite boy vvanting to do/be 
Tames Brovvn and vihoever it 
xvas playing sax (Maceo 
Darker?) vvhilst refusing to 
cevognize that at thc heart of 
"his greasy FUNK vvas heart, 
“oul and a childish delight in 
"he inane. Is this hunyanely 
əossible? No, but Mr. Chance 
oretended it vvas, and therein 
qes (he rub. And the comedy. 
Tortured ruminations over the 
dtility of existance (its in the 
performance not the vvords) 
“athered o"er hip shaking 
sounds begging please please 
please for you to get on the 
good foot. Yes man, yesl 
Listen to this divine idiot bray 
əver hot hot grooves and then 
take off like there"s no 
tomorrovv on something 
“ounding vaguely like a 
saxaphone. Flights to 
aovvhere and 
everyvvhere, 
“vveet agonized 
əblivion. 1 can"t 
stand it. Gives 
me hot pants. 
Makes me feel 
like a sex 
machine. Or 
some kind of 


(ROLR) ds 


Children of 


the Hong 
Sirius $ounds 


Boys, Tangerine Dream did a 
lot of drugs, although Tm 
reasonably certain mariyuana 
vvası"t onc of them. At least 
vvhen they sat dovr to 
compose. LSD dovvned vvith 
cough syrup maybe. But not 
mary )ane. So get off the bong 
and stop vvith the tinkertoy 
psychedelic synth dance 
muzak for retards. Alright, 8 
year olds. VVhatis the fucking 
difference? And shifting into 
dub late in the proceedings - 
the fifth cut actualiy, hell, at 
İcast 1 made it that far - 
doesn"t get you off the hook 
ast say "No" and svvitch to 
heroin. Or a good brand of 
Trish vvhisky. Bushmills or 
Yameson. It helped me 
through this atrocity. 
(Mammoth) ds 


avenging disco 4 
godfather. ” zz zə yö, 


FOREVER ÖR İE TRY) 


Combustible 
Edison 

$ehizepheniel 

This is the follovv-up to 7, 
Svvinger, the disc vvhich 
introduced disaffected affluent 
middle class caucasian youtlh 
to the mass produced casy- 
listening sounds of the fifties. 
Tvvould venture to say 
hovvever, that those intrigued 
enougli by the music of 
Svvinger to search out the 
vvork of Edison progenitors 
like Esquivel, Three Suns, Lex 
Baxter, ended up confused and 
rather disappointed. That 
muzak vvas composed for a 
different audience. One that 
believed there vvas a future. 
One that thought Mamie 
Eisenhovver the quintessence 


of haute couture. One that 


had little doubt homosexuality 
vvas a form of mental illness. 
Today/s hip vvhite audience 
desires the shriek of anarchy, 


PASI PUĞKED FİLTHY 


the dissonance of the 
dissolute, the shrug of the 
defeated. Combustible Edison 
knovvs this and so they"ve 


taken the nonsense of this 


period, made it a little louder, 
a little edgier and perhaps 
most importantly, quite 
disturbing. You can talk all 
you vvant about the Shirley 
Bassett/Tohn Barry influences 
of "Bluebeard" or the Martin 
Denny tikisms of "One Eyed 
Monkey" but realiy, in the 
final analysis, ifs a moot 
point. İci cabaret pour 
psychotics, carnival pour İost 
souls. Dont be fooled by the 
soigne and insouciant manner 
in vvhich the combo presents 
itself. This is brilliant and 
disturbing music. (Sub Pop) 
ds 
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Confront 


“a mes 
tt ÇoHen M aleed 


Confront Fames is şamaholic 
Greg Ginn:s latest assault on 
musical barriers. This time 
"round, the former Black Flag 
guitarist foins forces vvith 
vocalist Richard Ray to merge 
Ginn"s trademark squall vvith 
Rayis industrial/dance 
tendencies. Rayis vocals 
range from nerdy speak/sing 
to Morrisonish bellovv to faux 
falsetto, but they aren"t 
necessarily engaging. 
Confront Tames is more 
interesting conceptually than it 
is in practice, mostiy because 
the songs blend together 
vvithout distinction or variety. 
This is one set that probabiy 
sounded better vvhile it vvas 
being recorded than it does 
vvhile its being played. (SST) 
df 


Dick Curless 
Teavelinç Yheouqh 


VVest of the Arkham Hills 
: gfevv a man fantastical in 
strength and shape. Dick 
Curless, troubador of black- 
gummed long-haul truck 
drives and eldritch horror. He 
sang of the common man and 
vvorshipped the devil and 
every song he sang had a 
patina of restlessness and 
diabolic oppression, as vvell as 
a touch of the unreal, and the 
grotesque. No one vo has 
ever listened to Dic"s 
baritoned 1965 trucker classic 
"A Tombstone Every Mile" 
has been able to forget the 
sense of unreality in this 
unsettling song. Today artists 
shiver as they give ear to the 
sepulchral sounds of a man 
vyhose mystery vvas as much 
of the spirit as of the eye. 
Unfortunately, "Tombstone" is 
missing from this collection of 
vvistful, near-deatlı recordings. 
Listen anyvvay and think on 
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VValikking 
$oundisaci: 


Rarely do 1 call into play 
Socrates moral aesthetic - is 
something no matter hovv vvell 
done vvorth doing - but vvith a 
vvork like this, youre almost 
forced to. This is a collection 
of tvyelve original songs, cach 
representing specific scenes 
and characters, for a film 
about a killer and the nun vvho 
befriends him. Yes, a portion 
of the profits are going to the 
families" of murder victims, 
but does that yustify the 
proyect? My heart bleeds for 
the abused children of the 
vvorld. But for the sick, 
vicious monsters that so many 
of these children become 1 
have little sympatlıy. And 
little interest in a soundtrack 
released as a concomitant to a 
"heartvvrenching" study of 
such monsters. Yes, the 
contributions of the likes of 
Springsteen, Patti Smith, Tom 
VVaits, et al. are stark, 
haunting and often quite 
moving. The teaming of 
Eddie Vedder and Pakistani 
singer Nurat Fateh Ali Khan 
on tvvo cuts exoticalily 
mournful. Me? Tİ moumn 
Mickey Mantle. And the need 
for beauty to go rooting about 
in the foul rag and bone shop 
of the heart for inspiration. 
(Columbia) ds 


the dark Maine vvoods of 
Curless" resting place having 
been cut dovr but his storm- 
vveathered stele mirroring the 
Sky and rippling in the sun. 
(Rounder) si 6 ds 


4 At last, there"s -no need to be 
lonely any longer—no need to look for? 
dərin thousands “of miles from 


şə this unique, 
E details, ELİTE) 
z. x 1991, Chicago kü m İ 


Teisco Del Echobeliy 


Ün 
Hey Imagine Parallel Lines-period 
Playş İflusic or fevers Debbic Harry fronting Qıee”: 


is Dead-period Smiths, and 
you ve got a fix on Echobelly. 
Although Sonya Aurora 
Madan:s vision of the modern 
urban nightmare is novvhere 
near as seamy as, say, Lou 
Reedis, her songs, vvith 
melodies by guitarist Glenn 
Tohanssen, are consistentİy 
clever. Sean Slade"s 
production creates a layered 
guitar sound t hat never quite 
strays into bombast. O? isn"t 


quite vvonderfu., but ifs 
çertainly vvortly. (Rhythm 


Men. VVomen. Austin"s 
Teisco Del Rey, the King of 
el-cheapo guitar, vvants to 
speak to you. Frankly, 
intimately and vvith candor 
about a sensitive subyect too 
many of us are afraid to 


broach. Imagine. After 
months of pursuit, you"re 


unvvitting prey is snuggled 


cozily in front of your 
fireplace. The drinks are 
chilled, the room flickers vvith 
roscate vvarmth. The success 


or failure of your quest rests King/Epic) df 

entirely upon your next move. 

One misstep, an inappropriate 

vvhisper, a mood-deflating Music is tic 1ood of love after 


solecism and you could find 
yourself vvatching a cable 
access channel and cursing 
your mother vvhile your date 
hails the first taxi home. V/hy 
İcave such moments in the 
hands of Dame Fortune? 
Make it a night to remember 
vvith this gentile lovers" rock. 


all, and yudging from the looks 
of Teisco, he"s never missed a 
meal. He is your man. 
Imstructions for play: simpiy 
case this casy player into your 
cd and en/oy your 
companion/"s sudden 
ministrations. (Upstart) si 6z 
ds 


İhere"s somefhing ouf fhere 


su FB İhƏİ 
Fr s Der o əb 


ə) ” b bas THE FULL LENGTH CD AVAILABLE MİD MARCH 
ən “ZşpVŞ “VN: ECHOSTATIİC /SPACE BABY 


2802 EAST MADISON, 159 SEATTLE, VVA 98112) 
İPH:206/322-7366 FX:206/322-7585 E-MAIL: STATICCCYBERSPACE.CO 


Freevvheelers 
hiailin" Zor Qeorqe 


Sulishitl VVaitin" for Leon and 
Toe is more like it. Cocker 
ind Russell that is. God 
damn, maybe its all the Black 
"abels Tve been drinking 
sınce noon - ifs novv about 
midnight - but Tİ be a 
vshatever it is Pİl be if this isnt 
a fine simulacrum of that Mad 
Dogs and Englishman 
nonsense that vvas all the rage 
circa 1969. Loved it then. 
Love it novv. Glad to see 
voung kids like Luther Russell 
respect tradition enough to 
recreate it. Note for note. 1 
mean 1 put on the live on tour 
record at the same time 1 vvas 
playing this thing and 1 could 
not tell the differencel (1 cued 
(he platter up at the exact 
moment 1 started the cd for 
accuracy"s sake.) Those 
racuous, up-on-the-tighrope 
piano histrionics, the moronic 
Prestonish glissandos, dem 
greasy guitars, dat delta 
ladylike background vocals . . 
And thaf/s gotta be Price and 
Keys on the horns right? 
Right? Fug it. 1 dont care if 
this really is the outtakes from 
THE TOUR its fabulous and 
if Rolling Stone can put 
Rancid on the cover and not 
even mention The Clash, these 
guys merit, at the very İeast, a 
non-condescending, heart-felt 
interviev/ in Relix. And a 


Hammerhead 
duh, ie liş cily 

Let us have the crashing dovvn 
of shop blinds, slamming 
doors, the hubbub and 
shuffling of crovvds, the 
variety of din from decaying 
tenamenits, railvvays, iron 
foundries, steel milis, printing 
vvorks, nuclear povver plants 
and superannuated subvvays. 
Poems are vrritten by fools 
like me but only those truly 
understanding of modern 
anomie can make rock this 
arrestingİy noisy. (AmRep) ds 
Kilip Hanrahan 


AU Reads are İflade el ihe Zlasl 
Recorded in various locations 


over nine years vvith a cast of 
musicians that includes bassist 
Tack Bruce and pianists Allen 
Toussaint and Don Pullen, 4// 
Roads is a hodgepodge vvhich 
yumps around betvveen 
cocktail fazz and polyrhythmic 
fusion. Hanrahan doesu"t play 
a note on it, but oversees the 
entire proyect and vvrote most 
of this. The vvorks lack of 
continuity create an 
inconsistency of mood, but the 
smoother passages vvork fine 
as background music. 
(American Clave) df 


HotelxX 


Zaddara 
Strangely enouglh, SST 
Record is attempting a 
resurgence in part through 
more )azz-oriented recordings 
such as Ladders. The mullti- 


Lalibach 


Rcrcelcasc of an ecxpcrimcantal 
industrial-techno vverk 
composed by obviousİy 
deranged Yugoslavian youths 
Originalİy thrust upon 
unsuspectiug Yugos in 1985, 
(he İp vvas immediately 
banned by ruler-for-life 
Marshall Tito vvho later 
reversed himself upon 
discovering that excerpts from 
his speeches vvere being used 
by the combo in the place of 
İyrics. Germans, alvvays more 
hipper than their castern 
curopean bretheren, opened 
their arms to the band, 
praising their canny 
apropriations of Svvans" storm 
and stress, Neubauten 
bildungsrobotman, and maniy 
Nazi fashions. English 
speaking peoples vvere 
indifferent. A shame, really, 
as this musique vvould have 
made a perfect soundtrack to 
the fascist landscape being 
hammered out in Thatcher"s 
Britain and Reagan "s Amerika. 
Tvvo unnecessary bonus tracks 
are added in an effort to 
display these othervvise 
morose Slavs sense of humor. 
They didn"t have one then and 
they don"t have one novv. 
ony is their beat. (ROIR) ds 


“SECRETS OF 


LL Cool 4 
İr. Smilh 


"VVord upl You knovr vhat 
Tin sayin"?" This must mean 
something to Cool because he 
asks us this about tvvo million 
times before the tedious 
platter plays itself out. Still 1 
feel1 must repiy. Here is my 
ansvver and it comes from 
your moma, Cool. She tole us 
you knocked out. Must be 
them 14 hits to the dome that 
done turned you from a cool 
panther into some crotch-: 
strokin”, five-talkin”, nevv-lack, 
velour-soul idfit. VVhere"s the 
hard beats, the hot riffs, 
motherfucker? Oh yeah, at the 
end vvif da gansta"ish "Get Da 
Drop On Fm." Dig that 
hollovv reverberatin" guitar 
loop and my man emotin" like 
the fine ghetto method actor 
vve knovv he be. But thaf"s it. 
VVord upf Knovv vhat Tm 
sayin"? In other vvords, this 
DEF"nitely don"t VAM. And 
the rhymes ain"t no better than 
the shit in Green Eggs de 
Ham. (Def Tam) ds 

Man or 


Astroman 
Üsluxe İflen in $pace 
Melodies beguile. Pulses 
quicken. Phalluses thicken. 
Goofy soundbites from 
forgettable fifties sci-fi movies 
and disquieting space effects 


place in your music library. instrumental quartet Hotel X I TİRA 
"Cause you dispensed vvith all çyeates a variety of settings ə A ə 
this nonsense after Carrey vvhich isn"t going to make GIRLS“1 
even though you knevv you anyone throvv avvay their Fellovvst Maif the cəvpon nevv, and receive Mike Marvel”: FREE 
shouldn"t have but you Charlie Parker and )olhn GÜFT sə yev, this excifing end infərmotive book, Discover, a 
i : methed fər develəpinş s nevr, 
couldn"t help yourself vhat Coltrane records. But, vvith sado the giris. At perties, - məl 
vvith having bought into all he 12 tracks that clock in at under İ-"evə se girin dəssəriəg iqayaalbuprl .. .. 
lies about dope and alcohol 45 minutes, they avoid point 40 3 exciting — 
and girls and Kennedy not less spravvl. Moreover, vvhile GİET from Möke Mervel, Fill ovt end: meil the cəvpən NOVVİ 
really being such a great not adhering to stale formulae, 


President, etc. and, and... they push ahcad vvith a healthy Ladder"s highlights. V/hile belte the attempt to clothe the 


And novv here you are. A respect for traditions that Hotel X needs some 7 7 on iə fis dün 

child again and ready to step keçers clear of pop drivel. The yrenovation, supporting this is s . 5 x 7 id 

out of the dark and into the Ççzşinals aint bad, but their far more noble than buying 25.7—..: 

light. (American) ds cover of Felas "Black Man anything on v”hich David . .. məş (Tonch ə Go) 
Cry" and MeCoy Tyner"s Sanborn is a featured artist. ds 4: s) pod 


"Message from the Nile" are (SST) df 75 


Mariiyn Manson 

$melis £ike Children 
The Alice Cooper of the 90s minus the melodic chops, the self-deprecating sense of humor and the 
fashion sense. VVhile its a step up from the debut, thanks to the bombastic industrial treatment of 
Trent Reznor, vveTe still talking about a little made to sound like a lot (VVhat they vvouldn"t do for 
something as good as "Under My VVheels"). Aside from the purposeless covers (Eurythmics, Patti 
Smith, Sereaming Vay Havvkins) there are only four sleazy originals squeezed amongst putatively 
disturbing bits of audio verite. Right. Ifs a concept cd designed to give vvhomever it is bothering to 
listen, the creeps. Not the vvillies. The creeps. VVhich it does at times. The vvay a retard 
surreptitiousiy cating the contents of his nose vvould. Bravo boys and don"t forget to include the 
coprophagia song on your next release: Necrophilous Interruptus. (Interscope) ds 


uc Meek 

İP: Mard ho Believe: Yhe Amaging hlord ol ve İfleeit 

Buddy Holly obsessed British murderer, pedophilic homosexual and legendary studio genius /oe 
Meek is primarily remembered today, if at all, for the Tornados" "Telstar," his ultra-fab carly-sixties 
instrumental tribute to Soviet space exploration. The paranoid, cross-dressing Meek, hovvever, 
produced hundreds of acts and thousands of recordings, reducing each to an absurd fantasy piece 
pulled from the depths of his terribly hectored imagination. Almost all are incomprehensibİy vveird. 
At first blush the bulk of Meek"s recorded output sounds like muzak for autistic children. But listen 
closely. NO, closer, Put your car next to the speaker. Press hard and grip the laminated vvood. And 
you vvill be transported into a vyorld of . .. . fey psychosis. The brilliantİy insidious Tornados, the bold, 
physicaliy impeccable Moontrekkers, cold, blond uber-liebchen Heinz, Screaming Lord Sutch, and 
more. Ethereal background choruses, absurdly tinny roller-rink organ, hauntingİy echoed guitar riffs, 
canned drumming, glistening melodies and feyune and often maliciousİy inserted special effecis. 
Svvirling, yet-propelled instrumentals. Ballads so mavvkish Tammy Faye Baker vvould pass on them. 
7oe Meek vvas truly sui generis. Misunderstood and hated, by himself and others. In early 1967, 
eight years to the day of Buddy Holly/s death, Meek vvas secreted in his London studio perfecting the 
ultimate musical tribute to his beyond-the-grave idol and spirit guide. Mrs. Shenton, the landlady 
vvhom 1oe believed lived only to torment him, rapped on /1oe"s door to collect the rent. Sensing 
danger all around, 1oe immediately armed himself vvith a rifle left iying about by yungvolk boy-toy 
Heinz and dispatched the pernicious Mrs Shenton forthvvith. Meek then tumed the gun on himself, 
splattering his musical genius over much of his burgeoning rough trade porno collection. Dolce et 
decorum est pro patriae. (Razor öz Tie) s) 6, ds 
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LITI 
AMPHETAMIN 


The Mekons 
Pusiy Kinç ol the Tirales 


Last time 1 savv The 
Mekons they vvere hanging 
out in a Loisada restaurant 
cum club callled The Pig. 
They vveren"t dolng 
anything. Fust 
acknovvledging adoring 
epigones. 1 vvas told they 
did this quite often. 
Especially on vveekends. 
Novv they "ve teamed up 
vvith one of their biggest 
fans. She is not a 
musician. Her name is 
Kathy Acker. She is 
supposed to be a hot young 
experimental vvriter. Very 
into sex. So vvho isn"t? But 
I digress. Mainly because 1 
vvant to. VVhere vvas 1? Oh 
yes, this collaboration. İt is 
dull. Itiis useless. Itis 
silly. Children vvill hate it. 
As vill you as this 
vyretched nursery crime 
sing-song is unlikely to 
appeal to anyone other than 
Ms. Acker"s mother. Her 
father having long since 
disovvned her as a talentless 
poseur. (River of Ca Ca 
Records) ds öt s) 
Molack 
İlerchandising İflurdat 
Mofack, another of Greg 
Ginn"s instrumental 
profects, adds saxophonist 
Tony Atherton to Ginn"s 
usual guitar-bass-drums 
combination. The result is 
often not much different 
from Ginn"s other instro 
vvork vvith gone, but is at 
other times close to ecarİly 
King Crimson vvith fusion 
tendencies. Unlike much 
of Greg"s more recent 
vvork, Mofack has its share 
of notevvorthy melodies. 
The addition of a second 
solo, instrument provides 
Ginn vvith some much 
needed tension for his 
guitar meanderings. 
Mofack is definitely a 
direction that Ginn should 
pursue further. (SST) df 


Murder 


“lunkies 
9esd İftç Sluase 


Backup band for GG finds 
Allin s brother manfully 
İcading these sociopatls 
through seven sleazy punk 
metal outrages. Cant quite 
make out the İyrics but 1 
don"t think 1 have to vvith 


titles like "VVaking Up In A 


Pool Of Piss" and "Stiff 
Cold Fuck." Sound is 
basically .... loud. 
Distorted chunky guitar 
assault overlaid vvith 
hoarse, edge-of-hysteria 
vocals and beyond-hysteria 
six-string solos. Clocks in 
at only 18:22 but its a 
sizzling, disturbing and 
frightening 18:22. (Alive) 
ds 


Turks 

Tissing Öl The Toison 
For those of you vvho have 
thus far dismissed these 
Turks as another neo-punk 
band (hip insider s snide 
aside: must have been 
listening to Green Day and 
believing the hype) here"s 
the goods: a disc chock full 
of miscellany, yuvenalia 
and yust plain analia (Cİ. 
"The Anal Svvipe") for 
your edification and 
delectation. Delectation: 
delight in sonic, atavistic 
roar made manifest. 
Edification. VVell les 
think about this one. Punk 
done vvith a capital P. 
Garage done as in roof 


blovvn off. And classic 
snot rock a la 


Stones/Dolis/Modern 
Lovers and not so classic 
rock (Havvkvyind1) done 
vvith a disdainful dismissive 
nod to convention. İts nevv 
skin for the old ceremony. 
Hardiy, the "svvill" 
promised by the boys on 
the cover. (Crypt) ds 


pP 


Gibby looked at Tohnny. 
Tohnay vvanted to run. But 
the movie kept moving as 
planned. Gibby drove it 
into Pohnny. He drove it in. 
He drove it deep. He drove 
it home. Tohnny felt his 
knees crashing against the 
locker. Tohnny felt his 
knees crashing against the 
locker. Sobbing 
hystericaliyl Then 
suddeniyl Tohnny gets the 
feeling ... He"s being 
surrounded by... . Horsesl 
Horsel Horsesl (Flea, 
Steve Tones and VVeenis 
Andrevv) Coming in all 
directions. VVlutel Silverl 
Silentl VVith their noses in 
flame. Hers being 
surrounded by: Fleal 
Tonesl VVeissl ... 
Competent, highiy polished 
slightiy bent rock. Cynical, 
melodic, brummagens for 
the rcader of altemative 
music magazines. They 
played vvhile River Phoenix 
gasped for air outside the 
Viper Room. Ooohl Hovv 
chi chil (Capitol) ds 
Passengers 
Orişinal $vundiraeks 1 
Neither Brian Eno nor U2 
are noted fokesters. Fno is 
seen largely as an egghead, 
vvhile the member of U2, 
particulariy Bono, often 
come off as flamboyant 
dipshits. Passengers 
succeeds as high tech 
background music vvarmer 
than much of Eno"s more 
ambient music vhile 
avoiding UZ2”s overbearing 
eXCeSS6S. İTS serene, but 
there"s definitely a pulse 
and even a glimpse of 
humor. The line notes, 
vvhich outline the non- 
existent films to vvhich 
each song is a soundtrack, 
are also quite funny. The 
unlikely guest turn by 
Luciano Pavarotti on "Miss 
Sarafevo" somehovv vvorks, 
but "Elvis Ate America" 


Pain Teens 


Beasl el Dreams 
Chaotic clamorimeisters 


und doomsayers have toned 
İhings dovr a bil as vvell as 
pared many of their 
compositions of the furiouş 
excess vvhich characterized 
their first five discs. VVhile 
this pruning may result in 
greater airplay the 
consequences are often less 
than desirable. The 
orientalisms of tracks like 
"Svviinming" and 
"Moonray" lend them an 
air of exoticism but fail fo 
disguise the impoverished 
sensibilities. "Invitation," 
like so much of Beast is 
meandering and annoying, 
relying on İcad singer Bliss 
Blood"s languorous 
vocalizing to rescue a 
çomposition almost devoid 
of musical ideas. İf youre 
going to vvork a single 
pedestrian riff to deatlı best 
surround if vvith interesting 
sounds. Only "Accusing 
Eyes" a furious trance 
rocker and "Svvamp" a 
bluesy bit of dread replete 
vvith all manner of 
cacophony recall the 
intemperate Teens vve 
knovv and love. Mark this 
dovvn as postadolescent and 
vvait for them to become 
comfortable vvith the fact 
their faces have cleared up 
(Trance) ds. 


treads on dangerous 
ground. "VVould have been 
a sissy vvithout Pohnny 
Cash." Huh? Them"s 
fighting vvords, Bonol May 
the King practice karate 
moves on your elfin mick 
ass in the afterlifel But 
then again consider the 
source: Even after Spina/ 
Tap, Bono lacked the good 
sense to stay avvay from E"s 
grave for the filming of 
Rattle and Hum. (Island) 


df 
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Raliroad 
“lerik 

Üne Yraek İftind 

Railroad Yerk knovvs hovv 
to make a lack of great 
technical ability vvork in 
their favor. Their primitive 
rhythms and dis/ointed 
guitars careen all over the 
place, but somehovv, they 
manage to hang together 
vvithout complexity or 
clutter. They blend "60 
garage rock rifis, 
arrhythmic psychedelic 
İcads, and neo-Velvets" 
guitar interplay into a 
unique backdrop for 
Marcellus Hall"s boozily 
nasal vocals. Top it all off 
vvith strong, humorous 
songyvriting, credited to the 
entire band, and its easy to 
see hovv One Tyack Mind 
made a lot of top 10 lists 
for 1995. (Matador) df 


Lou Heed 

$el fhe Yuitigh Reelinş 

For his first album in four 
years, Lou Reed retreats 
from the album-as-book 
çoncept of his last three 
sets for a disc of basic, 
guitar-driven songs. Reed 
puts avvay the MIDis and 
varies his guitar palette 
more than he has in years, 
playing acoustic guitar 
playing acoustic and even a 
12-string on "Adventurer." 
Reed s inconsistent 
songvvriting and 
unbalanced sound mix, 
hovvever, make Tv///ghra 
spotty affair. 


Since 1992, Reed has 
broken up his marriage and 
commenced a live-in 
relationship vvith 
performance artist Laurie 
Anderson. His take on 
these events reveals him to 
be a bit of a prick. "Trade 
In" deals rather coldiy vvith 
ending his marriage to take 


78 


up vvith Anderson. 
"Riptide" refers repeatediy 
to a vvoman, presumabiy 
his estranged vvife, as being 
"out of her mind/VVith the 
riptide." Or as he sneers in 
"Hooky VVooky," "None of 
my old flames ever talk 
tome/VVhen things end for 
me they end/They take your 
pants your money your 
name/But the song still 
remains." 


The disc starts poorİy vvith 
"Egg Cream," a nostalgic 
İook at a fave soft drink 
over a plodding rhythm, 
and "NYC Man," yet 
another tired song about 
being from The Big Appie. 
But things pick up vvith 
"Finish Line," a tribute to 
late Velvet Underground 
guitarist Sterling Morrison. 


"Sex vvith Your Parents, 
Part 11 (Motherfucker)" 
amusingİy posits a theory 
that incest is the only thing 
more disgusting than 
certain prominent 
Republican politicos, but 
lacks subtlety. 
"Adventurer" boasts the 
album s best riff in a tribute 
to Anderson. 


The biggest flavr in 
Tyvilight is its sound mix. 
Reed places his guitars so 
far out front that he 
eliminates any possibility 
Of creative tension betvveen 
musicians rendering 
faceless the contributions 
of bassist Fernando 
Saunders and drummer 
Tony Smith. Smith sounds 
barely avvake on "Egg 
Cream." 


In the past, Reed has been 
knovvn to go back into a 
studio after an album vvas 
done and remix the entire 
record to make his part 
more prominent. This time 


Martin RHev 
$ee İfte Ridin" 

The former keyboardist for 
synth-rock minimalist duo 
Suicide describes his latest 
relcase as bubble güm for 
the 21st Century and he"s 
not too far off the mark. 
This is buoyant, simple - 
often little more than a 
İooped three note keyboard 
progression vvith de 
minimis counterpoint - 
stuff but the melodies ovve 
more to the Brill Building 
than the 1910 Fruitgum 
Company. The singing of 
Rev, though, is something 
else altogether, his 
vvhispery vocals are pure 
Buddy Holly. After several 
sessions of shock treatment 
that is. Nevertheless, this 
İcnds the moon-?une İyrics 
of love lost, gained or 
aroused a sepulchral tone 
heard to best effect on 
sarcedotal compositions 
like "1 Heard Your Name," 
and "Hop Scotch." The 
other pieces, three of vyhich 
are precious, if somevvhat 
innocuous instrumentals, 
suffer by comparison, yet 
are rather haunting in their 
small quiet vvay. (ROIR) 
ds 


around, he fust turned 
himself up from the 
beginning. In doing so, he 
forgot that the goal of 
record production is to 
make the instruments mesh 
as a cohesive vvhole. Yes, 
Lou, you are the focus of 
your nevk disc, but, from a 
production standpoint, your 
çd is not all the better for it. 
(Sire) df 


Roxy Music 
The Yünti əl (dA 
Along vvith David Bovvie 
and, at times Lou Reed, 
Roxy Music made the 
othervvise dull mid-1970"s 
bearable. In both fashion 
and musical sense, most of 
vvhat passes for English 
rock in the last 20 years 
ovves a debt to Roxy. 


The Thrill of it AlI, a four- 
disc British import box set, 
documeants their 11-year 
history (1972-83). Their 
eight studio albums are 
featured on the first three 
discs, though some of the 
song choices seem 
arbitrary. 7)r/// includes at 
İcast five tracks from each 
record and provides a 
thorough portrait of their 
evolution from quirky 
sonic explorers vvith 
decidediy European pop 
sensibility to purveyors of 
layered makeout music. 


The first disc is largely 
comprised of tracks from 
Brian Eno s tenure in the 
band. Ferry s earİy songs 
and singing are over the 
top. Moreover, the band 
hadn"t quite lcarned to play 
yet. Roxy"s secret vveapon 
on the early records in Fno, 
vvho makes his synthesizer 
seream, cry and grunt like 
no one before or since. 


The second disc picks up 
after Eno"s departure in 
1973. On Siranded and 
Country Life, Ferry vvrote 
many of his best songs, 
notabiy "Mother of Pearl," 
"Out of the Blue,” and 
"The Thrill of it AII," and 
toned dovvn most of his 
vocal excesses. İn 
addition, the rest of the 
group, notabİiy guitarist 
Phil Manzanera and 
saxophonist Andy MacKay, 
added some technique to 
their style. Roxy/s arty 
funk vvas never better. 


Roxy Music cort. 


Disc three shovvcases their 
“mal three studio albums. 
Although these LPs are 
somevvhat formulaic, the 
ish vvaves of sound make 
an elegant background for 
Ferry"s crooning. The 
fourfh disc is a compilation 
əf singles and non-LP B- 
sides that, despite a fevv 
gems, consists largely of 
throvvavvays. 


Thrills packaging is 
exemplary and lacks the 
typical box-set self- 
congratulatory essay on 
hovv the vvorld is a better 
place because so-and-so 
vvas born. It includes, 
hovvever, quotes from 
favorable revievvs. In 
addition, the packaging 
includes several photo 
outtakes of the scantily clad 
models vvhich donned Roxy 
LP covers, as vvell as 
complete personnel listings 
and single sleeve 
reproductions. 


Roxy had a considerable 
United States follovving, 
but there are no plans to 
release 7)ri/l domestically. 
Unless the non-release is 
for licensing reasons, it is 
an inexcusabie disservice 
to an underappreciated 
group. (Virgin) df 


Ruby 

$atl Peler 

VVhat a fuckheadi Ur nevv 
vvaver throvvs dovvn an 
uninviting mixture (save 
for the hip shaking single) 
of trendy, upbeat, cutsey 
Sass pop and generic 
maudlin mush. Ruby dont 
take your songs to tovvn. 
"Cause they"ll be folks 
vvaiting vvith shotguns to 
put you in the ground. 

(Poo Poo Records) si öc ds 


(Reckless) db 
“ı. 


Rustic 

Hinge 

Replieas 

Rustic Hinge vvas the Crazy 
VVorld of Arthur Brovvn 


after Artie left to form 
Kingdom Come. They 
vvere so underground they 
barely existed - I dont 
think any of their cariy 
Seventies recordings savv 
official release until the late 
Eighties. 


Their forte vvas high-strung 
acid-blues yams, vvith a 
little Bartok and raga 
throvvn in for added spice. 
The resulting stevv vvas 
damn tasty indeed: much 
of this sounds like 
instrumental outtakes from 
Trout Mask Replica, vrhich 
should be reason enough 
for you to get this. If thatis 
not enough, though, there"s 
an Arthur Brovvn 
performance tacked on the 
end of side one. (He 
sounds like hes trying to 
invoke Satan from the last 
stall in a men"s room.) 


Mim Salimon 
€ The 


Surrealists 
Sin Şaelerş 

Iggiy-vviggley funk-Stooge 
fusion from former 
Scientist Kim Salmon. 
Thatis Kim Salmon. The 
legendary Kim Salmon. 
Kim Salmon. The Salmon. 
Salmon, man. Look, vve"ve 
never heard of this mega- 
cult chanson de longeur. 
So he has this fanatical 
follovving. VVhy have vve 
never hcard of him? 
Maybe vve vvere at vvork. 
Or shopping at VVal-Mart 
or something. VVe don"t 
realiy knovv. VVe don"t 
really care either. The 
moodier, slovver pieces 
take some getting used to 
but the bluesy, sexy hook- 
driven things realiy give us 
vvoodies. Big vvoodics. 
Legendary vvoodies. 
VVoodies, man. (Deep Six) 
s) öc ds 


Secorn 
(rat 


Nevv (Union Ball) Fack 
Svvingi If youTe svvinging 
vvith Fack Daniels and 
psyciloeybin vvhilst 
dancing vvith the devil in 
the pale moonlight that isl 
Neurasthenic syncopated 
rhythms. The fundament 
for eerie musical phrases 
laced vvith desanguinated 
synthetisized cries and 
vvhispers, spacey blips and 
tvvo-note upper-register 
piano plinks. The music of 
Death s dream kingdom. 
Deep sounds amidst the 
silence of graves. 
(Earache) ds 
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Sepuhura 
ool: 

Look, vve kid you a lot 
about heavy rock, death 
metal and all manner of 
nafural alloys but these 
guys, Fesusi This isa 
veritable gehenna of sturm 
und drang. These 
Brazilians got chops, they 
rock, and they understand 
the meaning of simplicity 
and repetition. Their time 
signatures are songs unto 
themselves and every cut is 
imaginatively arranged to 
boot, chock full of 
fascinating textures and 
eldritch bits of business. 
Plus Cavalera, the lead 
singer, sounds like he yust 
cravvled his vvay out of the 
mausoleum. And is none 
to happy about it. They/l 
have you vvondering vvly 
you spent your lunch 
money on the Metallica 
box sef, laughing at Black 
Sabbath the vvay you once 
did vvhen you knevv better, 
and dreaming of a time 
vvhen the vvorld vvas young 
and your vvere able to see it 
all vvith crystal clarity. Am 
I making myself clear? I 
have seen the past, present, 
and future of metal and it 
is, in a vvord, Sepultura. 
(Roadrunner) ds 


Sikinny 
Puppy 


The Trocess 

One does not like to heap 
abuse on the dead, still, 
after listening to this 
soporific, if rather loud, 
mavvkish piece of 
industrial techno nothing, 
Fm inclined to think that 
the overdose suicide of 
Dvvayne Goettel might 
have been a smart career 
move, Of course, he didn"t 
vvrite the İyrics. The man 
responsible for that is the 
one deserving of GoetteFs 
ignominious end. 
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Bruce 
Springsteen 
Yhe Çhesl el Tom Şoad 


Springsteen "s best set since 
Born in the USA isa 
depressing affair similar in 
sound and spirit to 
Nebraska. "Yie backing is 
spare, vvith Bruce 
accompanied only by his 
acoustic guitar vvith a fevv 
other instruments adding 
depth and color. Although 
Tom oad comers up short 
melodically, its İyrics make 
real and believable the 
struggles of abused 
immigrants, parolees, and 
nevviy laid-off factory 
vvorkers, 1.e. dovvntrodden 
people vvho are becoming 
left behind due to shifting 
political vvinds. VVhile 
there"s not a laugh in sight 
until the closing track, "My 
Best VVas Never Good 
Enough," this is an 
important record, if most 
uneasy İistening. 
(Columbia) df 
Thne 
Taligators 
2Ps A iloş Çrceve 

dreamed of chubby, 
over-forty, mid-level 
professionals crammed into 
tight overalis playing in a 
non-smoking former-VFVV 
hall for pale complected, 
flat-chested vvomen vvith 
stringy hair and pot-bellied 
flannel-vvearing beardos 
drinking cheap vvhite 
zinfadel vhile svvaying 
languorousiİy out of time to 
the bloodless music. A 
nightmare vvhich refuses to 
İcave us. Even in moments 
of extreme sobriety. 
(Upstart) ds öz si 


Thankfully, this is the last 
any of us vvill ever hear of 
fhe dreadfully uninteresting 
aggregate knovvn as Skinny 
Puppy. Resquiat in felche. 
(American) ds 


"Thiredi VVoridi 


Vvar 
Üne 
This early-Seventies 
British hard rock band 
sounds fust like a 
psychedelic version of the 
Clash. Svvear to God. 
Vocalist Terence Stamp is 
a dead-ringer for /oe 
Strummer, his stuttering 
guitar attack is startlingly 
reminiscent of Mick Tones/, 
and at times bassist )im 
Avery lays dovvn fluid lines 
that could”ve been lifted 
right from London Calling. 
Their songs have the same 
socialist/communist 
themes, too ("VVorking 
Class Man," "Preaching 
Violence," "Get Out of Bed 
You Dirty Red," etc.). Its 
certainly not the best thing 
Tve heard from this era, but 
it is one of the most 
unusual. You yust gotta 
vvonder if the pre- 
pubescent Strummer got 
his rocks off to this. 
(Repertoire) db 


Trashuvomemn 
$pend Ylae llişki Mü 
Better called look at my hot 
full asses. Look quickly 
because vvhen that first cut 
kicks in, a smashing big 
beach instro bottomed out 
vvith a cheeky hollovv drum 
sound, you"ll think youre 
listening to Dick Dale or 
The Ventures. Until those 
under-recorded vocals 
begin to make their 
presence felt. In all the 
right places . .. Catfight as 
art. Repressed sexuality as 
cthonic expression. Go 
back to the pictures. Then 
drift vvith those ridiculousiy 
screechiy voices. Godl Its 
heaven: faux-full-figured 
femmers fetchingiy 
frolicking vvith frothy 
fantastical surfisms. The 
gals pride themselves on 
having recorded in İovv-fi 
but Nigöt has a big, full, 
almost overvvhelming 
presence. Yust like The 
Trashvvomen thesselves. 
VVell, at least the parts that 
count. (Estrus) ds 


“UÇ CM € ƏŞAVULA 


Various 

Üoşy ol İhe Dead Soundiraek 
Yap) Someone veent and 
ixl it. Recorded, in its 
“ntirety, possibly the onİy 
soundtrack in history 
rəriften before the moviel 
You mean you haven"t 

seen it? VVell, this realiy 
xovhere couple go off the 
sKİe of the road and 
“omehovv end up in a 
sraveyard vvhere some 
boohoo (The Amazing -and 
extremely fey - Crisvvell) 
conducts these unholy rites 
v herein these hot dead 
babes are forced to dance 
nalf-nekkid to surreal 
-ocktail lounge music, 
deranged mambos, 
psyehotic snake charmery 
and the like. After cach 
performance, the 
alarmingiy effeminate 
Crisvvell portentousiy 
declaims: "She pleases me. 
Permit her to live in thc 
veorld of the snakes. Nov I 
vill talk to he vvolfman 
and the mummy." 
"Tofture, torture, it 
pleasures met" or 
something equally inane. 

. Ok, ok, the movie sucks 
but listening to the entire 
thing on disc vvill pleasure 
you, trust me. There"s no 
vvay youre going to be 
disappointed vvhen the 
dialogue is by Ed VVood 
and the music by some 
demented Martian calling 
himself Taime Medoza- 
Nava. (Strangelove) ds 


Varicous 
Baek ?rem Yhe Çrave Vol, 8 
"There are cight of these? VVhy do 
T only have Vol. 1? Hovv terribly 
unfair. But vvho said life is fair? 
The first edition of these obscure 
garage punk comps is as good as 
any of the Pebbles collections. 
And so is this. VVhere do they 
find this shit? Is it the same 
studio band pumping out atavsitic 
çut after atavistic cut? Do 1 knovv 
vvhat İ"m talking about? No and 
that"s because Fve never heard of 
any of these combos. Maybe this 
is. a best of Vols. 2 through 7. 
Hope so. Hate to think "m 
missing so much surreal 
primitive ravvk. Anyvvay, this is 
essential, 32 mindbending tracks. 
Performed, to put it charitably, by 
desperate, snotty nobodies 
playing and singing like they 
have nothing to lose. Except 
their self-respect. 1 don"t have 
any. So TT tell you this is 
essential and hope the boohoos at 
Crypt take pity on me and send 
me the goods 1 novv so 
desperately long to ovvn. (Crypt) 
ds 


Various 
Ullva Eounşe 


For the first time in 35 years, 
Capitol Records vvould have us 
believe, theyTe opening the 
vaulis to bring us . .. mood 
muzakf VVhich today is better 
knovvn as contempo cocktail. Or 
space age bachelor pad svving. 
Hovvever you choose to 
characterize it, ifs essentially the 
sound your father used to seduce 
your mom (if youTe a baby 
boomer) in his Sears furnished 
quarters clumsily o"erhanging the 
garage of some long-forgotten 
transplanted Midvvestern couple. 
And later, to entertain close- - 
friends vvhile engaging in 
marafthon sessions of canasta or 
pİying them vvith overcooked 
meats at a backyard Sunday 
barbecue or, if he had realiy 
achieved a certain measure of 
SUCCESS, to coax güests into 
dancing at those Polynesian- 
styled pool parties. 


There are sıx 
volumes in the collection and ifs 
criminal not to be able to go into 
more detail and 1 vvish 1 could 
print the beautifuliy beat liner 
notes of one R 7 Smith in their 
entirety but that"s the property of 
Capitol so let me try, in my ovvn 
pathetic vvay, to encapsulate each 
disc in a fevv inchoate poetic 
phrases: Mondo Exotica 
(eldritch bird calls, shimmering 
vibraphone, bongos, ethereal 
choruses, tropical melodies, 
plasticine vvaterfalls and flaming 
drinks in hollovved coconuts, fear 
in a handful of mollusks): 
Mambo Fever (lovver middle 
class reinterpretation of Machito, 
Prado, Puente et al., old tunes 
reinvigorated mit de cha cha, 


American males drinking and 
imagining they"re as glamorous as 
Ricky Ricardo vvhich of course no 
man is, American vvomen 
svviveling their hips to tiny RCA 
portables and floor mat dance 
diagrams imagining theyTe as 
desirable as Rita Hayvvorth vvhich 
of course no vvoman is), Space 
Capades ( NASA as orgasmic 
metaphor, theremin, obnoxious 


-vvhiter than vvhite choruses, 


faravvay lonesome spacey tunes, 
59 Cadillac as lunar module), 
Bachelor Pad Royale (anguor in 
feverish nonsense, sex as 
style/style as sex, biting trumpets, 
Route 66 as road to novvhere, 
svvank sax, roller-rink organ as 
acolian harp, disembodied 
choruses, piano as smootli as 
death, orgasms as death, music as 
substitute for romance or life or 
post-modernism, noir as 
birthrighi, Hugh Hefner as God): 
Vild, Cool dt Svvingin" (Dino, 
Damone, Darin 6: Friends, 
invitation to the dance, but first 
the drinks, many drinks, oh lets 
not stop imbibing, the hell vvith 
Elvis and Little Richard, lets 
rock to Prima and Sammy and 
even /Hulie, alcoholism as 
aesthetic), and finaliy 
Rhapsodesia (Muzak as the food 
of love, sex vvith all the lights on 
and a broad smile, Vackie 
Glcason as gatekeeper at the 
bridge of thighs). (Capitol) ds 


Yah Congo 
meets King 
Tubby 

€, Trolessor ül Dul Table 

In de seventies. Eariy, 
man. De singers ruled de 
studio. De deeyays dem 
make dem crazy in de 
dancehall. King Tubby he 
engineer different. He take 
de hit an take out de singer. 
Den he take out ever "ting. 
Till ali he left is bass and 
drum. King he nov: go ta 
vvork. Make old vocals 
drift in an out. Add echo, 
strange noises an de odd 
riff of guitar. Dub it tis. 
VVhich tis here. Bass move 
likc dc girlfrcn strctching in 
de sun. (De organ, vvhen 
İcad, sound righteous. 
Religious like.) Guitar or 
piano drop in. Let single 
chord vamp o"er groove me 
say, vvhilst liquifing into de 
melodic fragment or 
echoey remnant. Den drop 
out til all daf”s deret is de 
bass dı syncopated riddims 
at moments, sah. 
Underpinit tall vrid a high- 
hat bit ah drummery. 
Allovv de horns fust so. 
Resulting? Simple dem but 
1:6C I infectious. Insidious 
yet affectionate. De soft 
svvoon o sinful riddims vvid 
de childish malicious. 
(Roir) ds 


Check Out These 
Crazy Sounds VVe 
VVere Too Lazy 
To Revievv: 
Chrome Cranks/Kim 
Salmon EP (Space 
Baby), Pulp (Island): 
Grotus (London), Boy 
Hovvdy (Shimmy Disc), 
Godhead Silo (Sub Pop), 
Covvs (AmRep) 
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OYPT RECOQD3SMHAS ŞUŞT RELEASED THE ELGHTH VOLUME INAZERSEYOF 

THE MO$7 FRARHTIÇ GARACE PUMK QANMDZ FROM THE Mip" 196021 NÖM FOR 
THE FIR3T TIME,TBE TRVE XTORY OF 1T3 MOLDY r1A3cOTS CAN BE TOLD"İ" 
Tuo3£ KoTTinÇ POCÇKERS VvHO, FoR THE LoVE OF £3Y€HOTiC TVMEŞ, CAFE... 


O:E o YeaRs ACOÇIM A Tovl YVE”LLCALL 
KYPTVILLE, a ÇILE OF MLD ROCKEES P£AKTY 
AN A FiELD EAŞP A GOVERNMENT RESEARCN 3ITEİ 


2 ə “zəl v i dövrünü m (ŞA AR a 
ü 
c 


ün 


- nEEkrovNçrT To TEEA,Z 

Tovuru HIPÇVLES iNVADE, PRoTESTİNG 
taLIiTARY PROQ6 çT3 EESNÇG DEVELOPED 
TREPE" THE ROCKERS” REVEL 13 DiSEUFTED 


-..AS A HiPPiE TERRORUST BLoviS UP THE 


RE YEAğZ PASS AND THE INCİDENT iŞ 
FORGoT TEri, RECEMTLY, Art OVTpooR 
EQEE LOVE TECHNO-RAVE AciD CARTY ıs 


HELD ON THE SCENE OĞT7HE EAELİER ? i 
caRNAĞGE” 3: 


m ARE RORFİFİT ED 

AT THE SOCİAL DECAY 
AND DECİDE TODOŞOME 
Y” TAHinG AğOVT 


s, Şar 


23) . ğ ğ 
- HEY DEDİÇATE THRCIR Po3T-LivES TO 
VIPIKG OVT 3TƏPİDİTY EVEKYVİHER E s" 


KE MUSİC m İF YOU ÇAN CALL 
HT THAT me 12 ENOVCH TÖ VMAK E, . 


THE DEAD... I 


ə . 
q Q 
. 
V "ə 
ə 
iv) fər . 
Lİ - 
“ iə ola bi UT 


Va - $ 
Peorrənərsur, THE TEKoVFLE“ Fi 


SOrAE HIPPiES AKE IMNÇİMN ə ə ə 
EKaTED £EVT TARE RocK€£$ 3 
€ET BVRLED DEEP"" a 


“ölə AR ŞüLL 

M du Pur 
AÇE PECVLSED AMD 

" (AVST RIZE pe 


-..6$PEÇİALLY THE.” 
5 TRAVESTİES İN THE, 
VVORLD OF MUSİC? 


Həə 
“A urun 5 
AND so” ə” : 


əə. m 


OR £EFO OM THESE AND OTREQ QÇELFASES 


vpiveno:(RYPT səy Sd 49 


Tmm back again. Seems the Pope of Ohio has taken a 
permanent vacation leaving me the thankless task of 
sorting through the flotsom famming the Brutarian 
vvastebaskets. İt vvasnf easy, but 1 think Tve found a 
fev, things that might pique your interest. VVell, maybe 
not but if you peruse this stuffin the bathroom the vvay 
you re supposed to youTe not likely to get too 
disappointed. İI mean if its a boring read you can 
ahyays use the thing to vvipe your ass vvith. Capice? 


Anyvvay, the first thing that caught my eye vvas this 
nasty, puerile bit of business put out by the Brutarian 
publisher"s ex-vvife Diabla. Novv normally 1 don” go 
about biting the hand that feeds me but since Diabla"s a 
helluva lot better looking than Dominick and 1 ain"t 
interested in breaking something off in the latter, he 
can fust go and fuck himself if you knovv vhat m 
saying. Diabla"s rag is called MALEFACT and its 
chock full of highiy detailed dravvings, mostİy obscene, 
that you could stare at for hours. Especially if youre 
stoned, vvhich 1 have no doubt most of the artists vvere 
vvhen dreaming up and laying out this stuff. Some big 
names here - Mike Diana, Nick Bougas - and a nifty 
splatter-noir story by co-publisher Tom Crites to boot. 
TI probabiy 1ose my ?ob over this but hey, "m getting 
paid peanuts so don"t vvorry about it send $5.00 to Box 
464, Alexandria, VA 22313-0464. 


A lot of mags and zines push the envelope, Fuck and 
Ansvver Me are tvvo publications vvhich come readily to 
mind: yet Um vvilling to bet the brains behind both of 
the aforementioned vvould be a bit taken aback by 
NECROEROTIİC, a tiny zeroxed bit of business 
celebrating the time dishonored practice of necrophilia. 
Stories, poems, some historical research and yes, 
pictures of naked dead girls. The prose ain"t likely to 
knock your socks off but lets cut the publisher a little 
slack shall vve? Hers obviousİy laboring under a severe 
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handicap. Such as? Clinical insanity. Tvvo simoleons 
sent to /ohn at Box 92303, VVarren, MI 48092, vvill get 
you this tvvisted thing. 


Little Lynn is hardiy vvhat Td call tvvisted but she"s 
plenty smart and vvatching her deconstruct and iust 
generally kick around antiquated 20th Century 
American notions of femininity sure is a hell of a lot of 
fun. Lynn s stage is MYSTERY DATE and i issue 
number four she starts things off by drubbing former 
Miss America Vonda Van Dyke and vhile 
administering the beating has the reader not only 
laughing but questioning his or her idea of beauty. 
From there its on to a disquieting disquistion on 
marriage and a İook at thrift store books on the subfect. 
I have no idea vvho this Lynn broad is but she"s 
remarkabİiy provocative and perceptive and 1 have to 
confess that it broke my heart vvhen she admitted that 
she"d recentİy gotten married. A bird this sensitive and 
entertaining is one in a million. ($2.00 in cash to Lynn 
Peril, Box 641592, San Francisco, CA 94164-1592). 


There"s pust something about the insouciant allure of 
Polynesian art. So primitive. Yet so recherche. Elvis 
did a vvhole room of it. VVan aesthete alcoholics vvill 
travel to exotic locales like Staten Island in search of 
restaurants authentically decorated in the style. There 
is no cure for the love of things Tiki. Nov there is a 
magazine for such desperate creatures: TIKI NEVVS. 
Tts delightfully small, tan and full of photos of feyeune 
obfets d"Oceanla and articles on all manner of things 
exotic and alluring. Served up vvtih a reserve obviousİy 
intended to obscure the pathetic addiction of its 
publishers, the Nevvs also includes recipies for exotic 
rum punches. And for disaster. ($10 for six issues to 
Schvvarz Grafiken, 1349 Preston VVay, Venice, CA 
90291) 


“Come on in one and all. Leave the kiddies 

“eaind but come on in folks. And take a gander at the 
“eople that time forgot. Yes, ladies and gentlemen, 
me people are freaks. Freaks of nature. Do not feel 
raamed, Do not feel sorry. At the price of $9.95 

z.us postage) 1, ladies and gentlemen, vvould not feel 
Ty for anyone. SHOCKED AND AMAZEDİ the 
“cautifully produced, vvritten and researched magazine 
“cebrating the side shovv, the grind shovv, the back end 
“rov, the ten-in-one shovv but not, thank God, Your 
“Göv: of Shovvs. Publisher Tames Taylor, thankfuliy, 
azeps a respectful distance from his subyect, and avoids 
mc cheap shots and smarmy tone one normally finds in 
“axoks obsessed vvith losers and monstrosities (oopsl) 
zac this. No. Thatss a foke. A very bad ioke. SĞ.A is 
Ervthing but hovvever, and after perusing its seventy or 
s? marvelous pages you"İl come avvay vvith nevvfound 
“cspeci, and perhaps affection, for the truly special 
mirviduals that make up the vvorld of the carny. 

7 acked vvith rare photos and illustrations by such 
remmaries as Danny Hellman this perfect bound 
züblication is the find of the season. (Atomic Books, 
179 VVest Read St., Baltimore, MD 21201) 


Z youTe into garage punk youTe going to fall hard for 
HERE TTIS, a zine devoted to obscure sixties 
əphemera, İn fact, the publication itself is dedicated to 
“ic transmogrification of itself into a cult artyfact, 
-əming out only every four or five years or so. The 
rest issue gives you the poop on the legendary 
“hadovvs Of Knight and the not-so legendary 
- mdertakers as vvell as a confessional from Mark 
- mdsay, the guiding light behind Paul Revere öz The 
Saxlers. A lot of this has more than you need to knovv 
vur vvithout güys like this much of a senfinal rock and 
zəll era vvould be hopelessiy lost in the mists of time. 
“hat do you mean, "good riddance to bad rubbish"? 
$5.00 to Teff Tarema for 26 or the boss best of 77, Box 
7692, Raleigh, NC 27628) 


There are a million cult film fanzines publishing today 
Tut SHOCKING IMAGES ssa bit more entertaining 
“han most thanks to its quirky taste and irreverant 
attude, And they really try to keep off the 
zeychotronic bandvvagon and look for videos outside of 
“üc trashy mainstream. Once they realize this is a 
xırmal impossibility and hunker dovvn to talking about 
sə hat really moves them: they"ll have something 

special. For novv, en?oy the photos and the last tvvo 
Taragraphs of each lengthiy, narrative driven revievv 

and pray for these young men"s deliverance. Caveat: 

s hile the record revievvs are generally on the mark they 
sbovv absolutely no reflection and little concern for 
-nteraining the reader. Avoid at all costs. ($4.00 to 
Mark Yason Murray, Box 7853, Citrus Heighis, CA 
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